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T2 
MODERN SYREN; 
o R, 
Enchanting Son gſtreſs. 
A NEW AND SELECT COLLECTION 


moſt admired and favourite 


ENGLISH, SCO TS, ANDIRISH 


$ONGS, CANTATAS, 
CATCHES, DUETS, 
GLEES, BALLADS, &c. 


MOST OF WHICH 
ARE SUNG AT THE THEATRES 
AND * 
PUBLIC GARDENS: * 


Careſully ſelected from all the Sox q- Booxs and 
Ortaas that have been publiſhed in Gzear 
Bait aix for ſeveral Years paſt : 


WITH A GREAT NUMBER OF 
VALUABLE ORIGINALS. 
— — — —_—————_— 


SUNDERLAND: 
PRINTED AND SOLD BY JAMES GRAHAM. 


M.DCC.LXXEL. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


T has deen the ſtudy of the EpiToR, 
in the following Collection, to ſelect 
bed known, and moſt favorite Eng- 
Ih, Scots, and Iriſh Soncs; ſuch as 
are either clegant in their ComPos2T10N, 
or admired tor their Music. 


A great many NEW SONGS are alſo 
inſerted, which have never before ap- 
peared in Print; and for which, the 
Euiror deſires to return his grateful 
acknowledgments to their reſpective 
AuTHOP.S : together, with many of the 
droll and humorous kind; whillt im- 
moral and obſcene ones have been to- 
tally excluded. 


How far the EnrTor has ſucceeded, 
in making it one of the beſt Collections 
ILherto publiſhed, he muſt leave to the 
determination of the PuBL!c. 
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ALPHABETICAL TABLE 


* 


OF TRE 


5 UN wv 


A Pax 
S down on Donna's banks I frav'd 
A Aſk if von damaſk roſe be“ cet 
All in the Downs the fleet was monr'd 
As bringing home, the other day 
Aud did yuu not hear of a jolly young 50 
Away to the field, fee the morning looks grey 59 
As Colin rang'd early one moraing in ſpring 69 
All zou who would wiſh to ſuccecd with a lais 77 
A plague of theſe wenches! they make tveh 8 
As Jamie Gay gang'd blyth his way 99 
s don the cov flip dale I ftray'd 
It noun-tide, as Colin and Silvia lay 
Pt ſetting day and rifing morn 
fs Phillis the gay, at the break of the day 178 
A dns of hope my ſoul revives 200 1 
Attend to our ſummons, ye Britiſh electors 245 
As tink' ring Tom thro? ſtreets did cry + 
Away to the cope, to the copſe lead away 285 


Ani why d Jockey gang away 291 
A tavlor there was, and he liv'd in a garret 294 
* cute attonds that woman's love 295 
Sch! ture a pair was never ſcen 304 
A Lu:aper of good liquor 235 
I n 


LY 


A 


a 


4 
WW 
— 


1e icte the ccleiti: 2:8 toget ner were met 337 
Aſk you, win is ſinging here 326 
A fereet-feented head and a zmp'ring voung 335 
At heavenly {rnod ware are 304 
Adieu! ye jovial vouths, who join 372 
Ah! Demon, bow lackleſs the 0 27 377 

E 
Ey my ſighs you may difcurer 4? 
Eelie ve my byt's, my tears, my Czar 27 
Bacchus, Jove's daliglaft! boy g6 


Behold this fair goblet, tas carv'd from 12 
Elate Johny faintly told fair jean lis mind 126 
Blow Eigh, blow low, let tempelts tear 
Behold in a lodge we dear brethren are met 
Pencath a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 
Bchald, from many 2 hoſtile ftoce 202 


Eut are you fare the news is true 215 
Ey the gaily circling glaſs 229 
Buſy, curious, thirity fiy 233 
Britons, attend; I fing in merry lay 254 
By Pinky haufe oft let me walk 274 
ow your attention on this little ſorg 314 

y moſſy brook and flow'ry plain 328 
Beneath yonder hawthorr that blooms in 230 

C 

Can love be controul'd by advice 11 
Come haſte to the we daing, ve friends aud 27 
Cupid, god of foft perſu naſion 51 


Come, cheer up my lads, tis to glory we ſteer 62 
Come, rouze, brother fportime 1, the kunters 68 
Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and +2: 
Contented ali day I will ut by your ſide 87 
Could you 3, for J ill can repeat 105 
Come, thou roſy dimpled boy 3 


Come, thepherCcs, wel follow the kearſs 149 


FS RE A... 4595. 


1 


Ccaſe cude Boreas, bluſt ring railer 192 
Ceaſe, a while ye winds to blow 199 
Coming home with my milk, the young 210 
Come live with me, and be my love 221 


Comentcd I am, and contented I'll be 248 
Come, my brave boys, ict” $awayiuihe Gowns 279 


Come, ye party jangling ſwains 288 
Come Roger, and lien to where [ have been 302 
Come, ve lads who wiih to ſaine 308 
Come, now for jeſt and ſmiling 354 
Come now, all ye ſocial pow'rs 360 
Come, liſt to me, ye gay and free 366 


D | 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet Kiſſes 20 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 12 
Dear heart! what a terrible life am I led Fo 
Harzitcr you're too young to marry 
Dol take the warsthat hurried Billy from me 38 
Down in von meadow a couple did tarry 136 
Do you hear brother ſportſmen, the ſound 138 


F c 1 
From plowing the ocean, and — 2 a 
Fra Pecbhles town as I did g 
ly care to the winds; thus Ta: blow thee away 133 
Fair Venus, the goddeſs of beauty and love 161 
rarewe!l ze green fields and iweet groves 182 
Far f. e than the hawthorn bloom 197 
Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean 222 2 
Fair Venus calls, her voice obey | * 
Fair Nirty, beautiful and young — 8 


Fair Kitty's charms young Johny took 33+” * 
G 


Guardian ange!s now protect ne 
Go high, go low, in e' ry fate - © p28 


WS 


Gerte! is my Damon, engagiag hit air 


113 


Gis< Ic the nymph who no beauty can 239 


Gentle Damon, ceate to woo me 


H 


How blithe was I excl morn to ſ-e 
Hear me, ye nymphs, amel ev'ry ſwain 


Bark! hark ye, how echoes the hora in the 37 


How happy were my days till now 


291 


22 
32 


84 


How happy are we, when the wind is abaſt 97 


Hark! from o'ee the wefſtern main 
Hark! hark! er the plains what ghd 
Hark! what dreadful tumults ſhake the 
Hark! the horn calla away 

How Bands the glaſs around 

Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen 
Had I a heart for falſchood fram'd 
How happy a ſtate docs the miller poſſeſs 
How little do the landmen know 
Hope, thou nurſe of young Defire 
Hack ! tis I, your own truc lover 
Happy hours, all hours excciling 
How much ſuprrior beauty awes 
How happy were my days till now 
He that will not merry, merry be 
Hark! the horn ſalutes che car 

He comes, he comes, the hero comes 
Hark! the bonny Chriſt church bells 
How pleaſant a ſailoi's life pailes 
Hark ! bark! the jox-inſpiring korn 
How g'orious tlieir virtue, who robly 


Hail! England, old England, for glory 


How welcome, my ſicpherd, hob welcome 


He's as tight a lad to {ee to 
Hail Friendilip! 'tis to these we owe 


Ho eaſy vas Collz; how bLth< and how gay 


117 
139 


ES] 
I 


In tory we're told 

tn April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 8 
lua plain plcaſaut cottage, conveniently neat 23 
it {465 a fweet pailion, how can it torment 24 


do as I will with my ſwain 33 
If o'er the cruel tyrant, Love 52 
I ſee it, Myra, know 1t well 90 
In this ſhady bleſt retreat 91 
If 'tis joy to wound a lover ib. 
in ſpring, my dear ſhepherds, your flow'rets 109 
i met young Damon t' other day 127 
I feek my ſhepherd gone aſtray 145 


I ſing not of Homer's Achilles or Hector 
L lock'd up all my treaſure 

Ifadaughtcr you have, ſhe's the plague of 

I made love to Kate, long I figh'd foc ſhe 

Ia infancy cur hopes and fears 

Jolly mortals, fil your glafſes 

I faid on the banks by the ſtream 

If the heart of a man is depreſs'd with care 202 
In penance for paſt folly 
I've ſeen the ſmiling of Fortune, beguiling 218; 
In verity darnicl, thou ſurely wilt find 237 
J laugh and I flag 240 
In city, town, and village my fancy oft hath 272 
if that's all you want, who the plague 306 
In a ſweet healthy air, on a farm of my owa 320 
It ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever io wite 324 
In vaia yuu bid your captive hve | 332 
It you're not too proud for a word of advice 336 
I winnz marry Gay man but Sandy ver the 339 
danth: the Lovely, the joy of the plain 257 


Love's a gentle gen'rous paſſion 14 


— 
— * — — 


* — > 4 - , 
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Leave, neighboues, your work, and to ipo 


Let gay ones aul great . 
Lait Miidſummer eve, as I paſe'd thro” the 
fe is chequer' d —toil and pleaſure 

et grave divines preach up dull rules 

Let care be a ſtranger to each jovial foul 


* 2 


— 
29 
89 
97 
115 
122 


Let Pleaſure's gay queen hold her court where 157 


Lovely nymph, aſſwage my anguiſh 

Let's be jovial, fill your glafics 

Let ambition fire thy mind 

Let nimble dances beat the ground 

Laſt May-day I rambled the meadows along 
Love never more ſhall give me pain 

Little fairy, ſuccour I-nd 

Let poets praiſe the paiture mead 

Let not rage, thy boſom firing 


| M 
My dzys have been ſo wond'rous free 
My former time how briſk aad gay 
My heart's my own, my will is free 
My Jockey was the blitheft lad 
My ſhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain 
My deareſt life, were you my wife 
My Patie is a lover gay 


My Sandy is the ſwerteſt ſwain 
My boany failor's won my mind 
My Nancy quits the rural plain 


N 
No more my ſong ſhall be 
Near the fide of a pond, at the foot of 2 hill 
Now's the time for mirth and glee 
Not far from town, a country ſquire 


175 
188 
219 
238 
245 
289 
325 
329 
431 
374 


76 
84 
93 
119 
232 
275 


My ſweet pretty Mogg. you're as ſoſt as a bog 324 


333 


„ 


Now Flora reſumes her gay reign 340 
Now we're free from college rules 343 

0 | 
One morning young Roger accoſted me thus 38 
Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell 39 


O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren 49 
One cv'niug Good-humour took Wit as his 60 
On Ectrick banks, in a ſummer's night 61 
On a bank's flow ry verge, beſide a clear brook 66 
O! what pleaſures will abound | 78 
Oons! neighbours, ne'er bluſh for a trifle 83 
O Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 92 
O Nancy wilt thou | Angel with ar 100 
Oh! had I been by — 
Ot lovcly Dolly 22 += PP 

Once the Jr. the Greeks, cambeokal feall 19g 


On fam'd Arcadia's flowery plains 1 
O had I Jubal's lyre 146 
O the days when I was young * I 

O Buſy Bel and Mary Gray 185 
Oh! how ſhall I, in weak 201 


O faw ye my om ts v6 9 ater 219 
Oh! what a fimpleton was I 225 

Oh! liberty, liberty 240 - 
One Midſummer morning, when naturelook'd 322 


Oa vonder ſtyle 341 
e morning very early, one morning in the 347 
Oh! had my love ne'er ſmil'd on me 558 


On my gentle Delia's breaſt * 
On Teefe ſweet banks as I fat with my Molly " 
O'er the ſeas my love is failing 380 


* ” 
2. 


Puſh about the briſk b 30 
Pho! pox o' this nonſenſe, I prithee giveo'er 70 


1 
Puth about che briſk bowl, "twill enliven the 83 


Phoebus, meaner themes diſdnining 94 
Pour, pour me out the parting glass 143 
Palemon, in the hawthorn bower 147 
Pray kiſs me geutly, Chloe cry'd 179 
R 
Rail no more, ye learned aſſes 268 
8 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 55 
Since every charm on earth combine 92 
Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no further 110 
Shepherds, I have loſt my love | 120 
Since Jenny thinks mean her hearts love to 172 
Still in hopes to get the better * 85 
Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 222 
Siſters of the tuneful ſtrain 227 
Say, little, fooliſh, flutt*cing thing 244 
See, the conquering hero comes 263 
Shall I, waſting in defpair 329 
Says Flato, Why ſhould man be vain 321 


Since diſcord ail rages, we'll plow the falt 341 
Songs on ſhepherds, in ruitical roundelays 349 


ia! name for ever dear 352 
Say, Myra, why is gentle love 367 
Since my Phillis has fallen, has fallen to my 377 
- | 

Tho' man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway 4 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 7 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit 10 
The Lowland lads think they are fine 18 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 26 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam 31 


The ſmiling morn, the blecming ſpring 35 


Aeneon eee 


022 


ww 0 


ö 
ö 


114 


The laſs of Peaty'; mill 4 
T'other day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade 43 
There was once, it is ſaid 44 
The virgin, when ſoften'd by May 53 
To eaſe his heart, and own his flame 55 
"Twas in that ſeaſon of the year 64 
To fing of fome nymph 1n her cot 65 
That Jenny's my friend, my del:ght 71 


"Twas ſimmer, aud ſoftly the breezes were 72 
The ſprinzz-time returns, and clothes the 7 

This cold flinty heart its you who have warm'd 74 
Tho! I'm ſlim, and am young, and was lively 107 


The May day of life is for pleaſure ti2z 
The buſy crew the ſails unbending 114 
The ſun, like any bridegroom gay 129 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 139 
This bettle's the fun of our table I 54 
The winter of dulInefs is o'er rh 
The duſſcy night rides down the ſky 165 
The laſt time I came o'er the moor 175 
"Tis the birth-day of Phillis, hark how the 177 
Tell me laſſes, have you ſeen 179 
There was a jolly miller once 189 


The modes of the court ſo common are grown 20% 
Thus I ftand, like a Turk, with my doxies 209 


The ſun was ſleeping in the main | 212 
The topfail ſhivers in the wind 214 
The bird that hears her neſtlings cry 223 
Tell me, lovcly ſhepherd, where 224 
The wand'ring failor plows the main 241 


Thou foft flowing Avon, by thy filver ſtream 247 
Tho? winds tremendous howl | | 

Tis not wealth, it is not birth 252 
Tas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells 2.7 


The ſoldier, tir'd of wars alarms 261 | 
a GO 


251 VE 


5 
1 


"T's meſourry unites mankind 

T he charge is prepar d, the la -7ers are met 
Th' Egyptian queen let others preiſe 

: Wand when the ſecs were ruaring 

To heal the finart a bee had made 

The happy moments now are near 

Tod plain dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes 

To court me, young Colin came man; a wile 

Tho? by Colin I now am forſaken 

Then farewell, my trim built wherry 

Tas in a village, near Cattle Berry 

Tax my tongue! it is a ſlicme 

To plcatc me the more, aud to change the 

The tender lock, the winning flaile 

To fair Fidele's gralſy tomb 


* 
When trees did bud, aud fields were green 
When late I wander d o'er the plain 
Whea ſamnmer cones, the fwains un Tweed 
When Britain Beit, at Heaveu's command 
When I vas a yuurz one 
When a maid, in way cf marriage 
Water parted from the ſea 
With women and wine I dety ev'ry care 
Where - ever I'm going, and l the day long 


When innocent pait. mus curpleaſu ure didcrou a 88 


Where ſhall Delia fly for ihelter 

With the ran that I love, was 3 deſtin'd to 

What means that tender ſigh, my dear 

When fjefſy iniPg, her lovely lock 

Wren 1 drain tz ly bowl 

What ſhepher: d or nympli of the gro- 

While the lads of the vitleoe fav] merry Iv ak! 
Then ſable Night, each drœsping plant 

Wich reſpcct, Sir, to ou be it posen 


G3 
102 
105 
114 
121 
122 
142 
164 
ib. 


1 


When Orpheus went down to the regions 167 


Where's my ſwain, fo blithe and clever 170 
When Bibo thought ft from the world to 181 
Ws I fure a life to lead 182 


When mighty roait beef was the Engliſhman's 185 
With horns and with hounds I waken the day 194 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe 209 
Well, well, tzy no more 225 
Why hraves my ſond boſom! ah! what can it 226 
Weil met, pretty uymph, ſays a jolly young 231 


Was 1 a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 235 
When wars alar:ns entic'd my Willy from me 236 
Whea a tender maid 238 
When you mect a tender creature 249 


When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn 250 
\Who has e'er been at Baldock, muſt needs 264 
Wnen i follow'd a laſs that was froward 266 
When the orient beam firſt pierces the dawn 270 
Whilſt poets for bays, the patriot praiſe 271 


What cheer, my honeſt meſs-mates 277 
W eu the ſheep are in the fauld, and the kye 281 
What ſadneſ reigns over the plain 286 
When once the gods, like us below 287 
When the ſweet roſy morning firſt peep'd 292 
Wiy ſhould Delia pine and languiſh 299 


When the head of poor Tummus was broke 306 
Well, if I continue but in the fame mind 312 
Who thirits for more knowledge, is welcome 313 
What cheer, brother tars! ougffpils are all oer 316 
With tunctul pipe and mere 317 
We! gentle Sylvia, wake and fee 346 
When | were young, tho? now em old 355 
When fore was refelv'd to create the round 356 
ehen Molly ſmiles beaeath her cow 358 
While, Strephon, thus you teaze ene 371 
When Damon ſaw Clarinda Le 375 


11 
When dew-drops gild the weeping thorn 379 


TS F 
Ye Monſteurs of France, and ye Dons of 15 
Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 40 


Ve mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex 52 
Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 57 


Yauny Colin was the bonnieſt fwain 103 
Ye mepherds b ear to my lay 104 
You 2 me laſt werk a young linnet 110 
Ye kumdrums, who ſig h all your lifetime 118 
Ye fair married dives, who x often deplore 163 
Ye gods, ye gave to me a wife 169 
Ye cheerful virgins, have you ſeen 173 


You fav, at your feet, that I wept in deſpair 183 
Young Jockey he courted ſwect Moggy ſo fair 154 


Young Jockey fought my heart to win 195 

oung Jam, and fore afraid 201 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for jors, 203 
Ye jolly true blues of the main 204 


Ye bucks, far and near, to my ſonnct give car 215 
Ye true honeit Britons, who love your own 229 


Ye focial few, with hearts ever true 243 
Ye fons of fair ſcience, impatieit to learn 276 
Young Colin, having much to ſay 283 


Ve dull thinking ſonle whobytroub! es are preſt 284 
Young Jenny, the blitheſt that dwelt on the 298 
Ye roty-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juicæ 311 
Ye ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſhortſwomen 315 
Ye bucks of true taſte. a ho deliglit in choice 245 
Ye gentle nymphs and generous dames 359 
Ye belles, and re flirts, and ye pert little 389 


Yes, theſe are the ſcencs where with Iris 372 
Ye midnight bucks, ye jovial blades 378 
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SONG I. 


Down Tut Burn Davy, Love. 


A favourite Score Sons, ſung at Vauxhall. 


W HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete fiftcen, 
And love laugh'd in her ce“; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
Gang down the Burn Davy, love, 
And I will follow thee.” 


Now Davy did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn Side, . 
B x 


12 J 


And Hr was ene bopnieſt Lafs, 
Ju mreet to be a brite: 
Eine Daroy's blinks, &c. 


Her choke were roſy red and white, 
Fier en were bonn blue, 

Her las were like Aurata bright, 
Her Ups li ke dropping dev; 


Bliite Dc: J's blinks, Ke. 


As Fate had dealt to him a romth, 
Strait to the Kirk he led her, 
"There plighted her his faith ard truth, 
And a bonay Eride he made her; 
No more zham'd to own her "uy 
Or ſpeak her miu thus free, 
** Gang down the Eurn Davy, love, 
66 And I will fullow thec.“ 


— - - -— 


SONG II. Granacnazts MoLLy. 


AN IAI H AIR, 


S down on Banna's Banks I ftray'd, one 


a ev'ning in May, 
The little birds, in blyt theft notez, made vocal 
ev'ry lay: 


They ſung their little tales of love, t 
them o' er and o'cr. 
Ah! gram=clree, ma chollrenouge, ma Molly 


1 $ - 
W aihtore ! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the fweets the dawn of | 
nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, and viiet Ethic, lar ſcatter 4 

o'er the fields; 


E 
Se. chi fragrecce in the boſota liæs ot her whom . 


adore. 
A rama rce, &c. 


ald u.e down upon a bank, bewalling my ſal 
tate, 

Tlat doe me thus the fzve of Lere, and 
ecru 1 Melly' 5 hate; 3 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears 
her in its core? 

Au gramachree, &C. 


You {aid vou lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why 
did I believe? 

Yet who could think ſuch tender words were 
moant but to deceive? 

That love was all I aſd on carth, nay, Heav'n 
coul give no more. 

Ah! grumachree, & e. 


O! had J all the flocks that graze on yonder 
velluw Iii! 1, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds chat yon 
green paſture ill; 

With her 1 love, Ud gladly ſhare my kine and 
fleecy ſtore. 

2522 -amachree, &c. 


Two turtle-doves, above my head, fat courting 
On 2 bough, . 

[ envy*l them their happineſs; to ſee __ * | 
and coo; | 

Sueh fondneſs once for me he * but nome 
alz3! 'tis o'er. 

Ah! eremachree, &e. 


B 2 


1 


Witt: l remain; in Strrhen's cart, wil 

; 101. 2; 

TE“ teu art falie, may Heav'2 on the 123 
choiceit blckings pour. 

AI ! gramach rec, ma chollzenouge, rr Molly aſt tere 


p . 
" | 8 © fo Le be 


— —— — — 
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SON C III. Femars LisEATY Rreuix'p. 


A frrcurite Song. Sung by Mr Verr on at 
Vauxhall. Set by Mr Brewiſter. 


HO” man has long voaſted an abſolute far, 
While woman's ard fate was cz LONOUT, 
obcy ; 
At length over wedloc!: fair Liverty y dens, 
ad the Lords ef Creattan muſt: Dllin the ACTING; 


8 RY Hymn Sant ye proc ais Ri- è& rere, 
Hy hey kuſbaudsz are: Frante, theo wires tin Re free, 


A my with vour doubts, your ſurmiſre, and fears, 

"Dis Venus beats up fer her gay V Clantrers; 

Lili at her 8 you'll vangulſh with 0” "i 

And make cf your hutLauds whet crvat ures 02 
Icale: 5 

To arms then, ve fair Ones, and let the worlu Tre, 

VV hen huſbands arc tyrants, cir wives wil be irte, 


The rights of your ſex war'd you &er fe rf ord, 
Your tongues mould be us d ave two-et ga ter; 
That ear picreingwes don, each hufband nn * d, 
Who thiaks on the r. 5 v3 :n a ze OB bis 


4 
” aces I * 
[ »< *" +. 


= 


E 


hen willy unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


co more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 

e ſubject to, zounds, do you know who I an? 
Domeſtic politeneſs thall flouriſh again, | 
V\ hen women take courage to govern the men; 
hen land to your charter, and let the workt ſce, 
Fav? huſlñands arc tyrants, their wives will be free. 


By Wuliam Whitehead, Eſq; Poet Laureat. 


N ftory we're told 
| How our Monarchs of old 
O' er France ipread their royal domain; 
But no annals can ſhew 
Their pride laid fo low 
As when brave George the S<co:ddidreigr., brave 
Boys ! 
As when brave George the Second did reig 2. 


Ci Roman and Creek 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
ow their arms the old world did ſubdue; 
Thro? the nations around 
Let our wrumpets now found, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys! 
How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eoſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 
Our cannon's loud mouth | 
Shall the rigitt of eur Monarch maintain: 
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On 4merica's ſtrand 

Amhͤeril limits the land, 
P.eſcawen gave law on the main, brave boys“ 
Boiczwen gave law on the main. 


Each port and each town 
Ye ſtill make our oxn ; 
Cape Zreton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
Guadeloupe, Senegal, 
Quebec's mighty fall, 
hall prove we've no equal in war, brave boys! 
Shall prove we've no <qual in war. 


Tho' Conflans did boaſt, 
He'd conquer cur coaſt, 
Our thunder foon made Mon. eur mute: 
Brave Hawke wing'd Lis way, 
Then pounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Engliih ſalute, brave boys 
And gave him aa Englih ſalute. 
At Mindon you know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals ; 
Tho” they cry'd Britiſn bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels, Morbleu 
Degar we can beat them in heels. 


Wuile our heroes from home 
For laurels now roam, 
Should their flat-bottom'd boats but appezr : 
Our M:litia ſhall ſhow 
No wooden ſhoe foe 
Can w:th freemen in battle compare, brave boys ! 
Cen with freemen in battle compare. 


| 
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Our ſestunés and lives, 

Our childrea and wives, 
To d fond is thc time now or acver , 

Thea let each voluntcer 

To the drum-head repair: 
King George and old England for ever, bravcboyt 
Kim George aud old England ior ever. 


SONG V. Hsavr Hovszs, 
By Lord Lyttelton. 


1 heavy heurs are almc? paſt, 
That part my love aud ma; 


diy longing eyes may hape at ws, 
1 . Cuil with £0 fre, 

But how, my Deliz, will vou meet. 
The man you've loit fo long? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on ycur tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is tut the ſame, 
And heal cach idly arxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we fall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time the cheat. 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 

It I am doom'd at length to find 
Lou have forgot to love; 


„ 


. 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 


No more to let us join, 
But grant me here the flatt'sing bliſs, 


To die and think thee mine. 


SONG VI. Tus YzsLtow FH us'd Laing: 


The lafl Ferſe of this Song is nct to be 1.54 with 
iz any ther late Collection of Senge. 


* April, when primroſes paint the ſxect plaing 
And {ummer aproaching rcjoiceth the ſwaing 
The vellow-hair'd Laddie would cfteatimes go 
To wild and deep glens, where the Hawtliorn- 
trees grow. 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev' ning aud morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, 


That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd aruund. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung : tho' young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud ſcornful air; 

Put Suſie was handſome, ard ſweetly could fing, 
Her breath like the breezes, pertum'diu the ſpring. 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was inconſtan:, and never ſpoke 
truth; | 

But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with ail her great 
daow'r 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four : 


* 


wn 


Then ! 24:17 Ds he wiſh'd, world parents agerers 
The 


. witt , ſweet Suke his miſtreſs might be. 
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3O0N It. Ix Tuomas AND SALLY. 
Sung by a Squire. 
W AE hte I wander'2 o'er the plain, 


From nymph to nymph, I frove in vaiu 
My wild debres to rally; 


Dat now they're of themfelves come home, 


Auel, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam, 
Tue ccutre all in Sally. 


Yet ſe, unluind one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court Eut to deſtroy : 
Can Love with ruin tally? 
Py thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I weull all deaths, all torments bear, 
R=taher than injure Sally. 


Cen the weak taper's feeble rays, 

Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze? 
Oh | n fry ho WW mall L 

In wiris be able to expreſs 


y ket it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
4 Amo dhe ivr Sally. 


nie then, ch! come, thou ſweeter far 
41ianjcilaming and goes are, 

Ur likes et the valet; 
Gier, love, and quie your fears 
II- guide vou to the e arms, my dear, 


And mak: me died bs San. 


* 
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SONG VIII. Fairsesuntir. By Mr Pope. 


HE world, my dear Myra, is fall of deccit, 
And friendthip's a jewel we ſeldom can 
meet; 1 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching araund, 
This ſource of content is fo rare to be found, 


O Friendthip! thou balm and rich fweetner of Lie, 7 
Kind parent of cafe, and compoſer of ſtrite ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, | 


But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'dis a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend! ; 
Our joys when extended will always encreaſe, 
And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling what crowds will appear, | 
Their kindneſs to offer and friend{hip ſincere ; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and poĩut out diibreſs, j 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG IX. Curoz's Kisszs. 
By Sir Charles Hanbury Will:ams. 
EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet Kiſſes, 


For ſwecter no girl ever gave ; 

. But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 

I am not to be {tinted in pleaſure, 
Thea prithee, dear Chice be kind; 

For fince I love thce beyond meaſure, 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 
Count the flowers that enamel the ſielde; 
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Count the Focks that on Tempe are ſtray ing, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ftars are in heaven, 
Gi number the ſands on the ſhore, 
Ard when ſo many Kkiiltes you've given 
! Will ſhall be alking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart hie oP dear Chloe, is thine 
in my arms I'd fer ever enfold thee, 
And twill round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſnall be ſpent: 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


— ͤ— — — 


SONG X. 
EE Love be contronl'd by advice? 


Can Madneis and Reafon agree? 
O Moly! who'd ever be wile, 
If raadnels is loving of thee ? 


Let Sores pretend to deſpiſe 
he jo7s they want ſpirit 3 to taſte; 
Les me ſeize on old Time as he 1 


Aud the bleſſngs of lie while they laſt. 


Lt Wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk Love will imnrove ev'ry joy: 

Too ſoon we may meet with grey hair; 
Teo late may repent being coy. 


The: „Molly for what ſhould we ſtay, 


Tab al! 91 beck! * 8.4 does run cold? 


* 
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Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We may always find time to grow old, 


—— 


SON G XI. 


SR if von qamaſt roſe be fweg: 
That ſcents the arabient airs 
Then ati: each hephard that you meet, 
If dear Suſain2's fair. 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warbie thro” the grove! 
Bid waaton linnets quit the fpray ; 


Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let herocs Fare, 
Let Pride in ſplendor ſnine; 
Ye Bards, unenry'd lavrels dear, 

Be fair Suſanna miac. 


SONG XII. 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſute 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 

You rob all your youth of its pleyi ure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain: 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 

On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 

When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſñon from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs would vaſtly improve ; 
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"Tour Urks and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun-ſhine of love: 

And tho* the bright beams of your eyes 
Shov'd be clouded, that now are fo gar, 

Ani darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 
You've often regarded with wonder ; 
He's droplical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy afunder ; 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit ia the fun at the door, 
And at night, when old Darby's pot's out. 
His Joan will not ſmoke a whift more. 


No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 
Their —— failings to ſmother; 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 
*T:s the pleafing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which Youth did beftow ; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of our bleſſings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe 
The current of fondneſs till flows, 
Wich decrepid old age cannot freeze. 
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SONG XIII. 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source ot all ſublime delights ; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
T'wo fond hearts in one unites, 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitchee, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Ok the bliſeful ſtate above. 


SONG XIV. 


UarDian angels now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 
Cupid with thy bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye pow'rs above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him I love and I defpair ; 
Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say tis for him I live; 
O may the ſhepherd be fincere ? 


Thro' the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night ; 

Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight ; 

Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
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Echoes, repeat che rows he ſwore : 
Can he forget me, 
Will he neglect me, 


Shall I never fee him more! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire 2 nymph more fair ? 
If *tis fo I' wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. 
Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue : 
The lark and philomel 
Only fall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


SONG XV. Svirtry ro run Times. 
By a Gentleman in EpixBurGH. 
E Monkeurs of France, and ye Dons of proud 


ä Spain, 
Vake heed, or you'll get a good drubbing again; 
We often have beat you moit foundly before, 
And, my word for't, we'll mect you, and beat 


you once more. 


CHORUS, 
Encore, encore, encare, encore, 
My word for't, we'll meet you, and beat you 


ONCe NOTE, 


. Our ſoldiers and ſailors are equally free, 
Io face vii by land, or to face you by ſea ; 
And foi you be tempted to brave Britain'sſhore, 
My word tor't, they'll meet you, and beat you 
once more. 


ES 
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Our uns aro ſtill built of the ſame Eritia dab, 
Kanne Brit iſn heartsyuu are league Ct pron cf de. 
You'h bnathem the ang you have oft Gore before, 
For they, pat but to inet you, to beat you once 

more. 


No true ſon of Neptune will flinch from his gun, 
No bold fon of Mars will you ever fe> run; 
in purſe tho' not rich, yet in ſpirit nt pro, 
Trey wiſh but to mect you, and beat you once 
more. 


The dollars cf Spain tco are next pretty things, 
And wii! furt ih our fweci-hcarts with ribbons 
2nd rin 85 8 
Nay, take but, v e Frenchmen, one ſmall louisd'or, 
E*en for that we will fight you, and beat youu | 
once more. 


Tis freedom, bleſt freedom! that points all 
cur darts, 
That nerves all our hands, and that ſteels all our 
hearts; 
For that we would all die a thouſand times o'er, 
VWerc't not better to live, and to bea: you once 
more. 


From George to uſurp the command of the main, 
Believe me, falſe Bourben, the fort is vain; 
* madneſs deſert, and his goodncſs f ia lore, 

L we beat you till worſe than we e er Aid before, 


- 
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SONG XVI. Br T71axt:. 


Y days have been ſo wond*re free, 
The little birds that fly 

With careleſs caſe from tree tot Co, 
Were ſerzee fo bleft as l: 
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tin, waters. if a tear 
3 mine ö the ſtream; 
Or aſſe the paſſing gales if e' er 
[ tent a high to them. 


But now my former days retire. 
And Pm by beauty caught. 

The tender chains of ſoit Deſire 
Are fix'd upon my thought: 

And eager Hope within my breaft 
Does ex'ry doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy Rtands confeſo'd 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ve twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that liaunt the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retre2ts of love; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear delign, . 
Anil make a young unpractis'd heart 
10 be ior ever mine. 


The very thought of change J hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 

And hardiy covet to be great, 
Unlefs it were for her; 

Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
I; mix'd with foft diſtreſs ; 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 


I cannot wiſh it lefs. 


But if the treats me with diſdain, 
Or flights my weil-meznt love, 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 

A pain ſhe won't remove. 
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Carewcl, ye birds and lonely pincs, 
Adicu to tears and fits, 

I'll leave my paſtiun to the winds 
Love unretura'd ſoon dies. 


8 ON d mn Ates Son. 


Muße by Mr Fiſher. Sung by Mifs Comper, at 
Vauxhall. 


HE Lowland Lads think they are ſine, 


But O they're vain and ly gaudy; 
How much unlike that graceſul mein, 


And maialy looks of my Highland ladidic ! 
O my bonay H! gland lad. l: 0; 
My handſome ch: 


rming Hichland laddie; 
May Reaven ein guard, and love reward 8 


! 
Our Luwiand lats and her Highland laddie. 
Tf I were free at will to chi:fe 
Ta be the wenlthicit Lowland lady, 
I'd take young Donald in his tows, 
Witli bonnet blue, and belted piaic: 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt beau in burrow :-town, 
in a' hie airs, with made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown x 

He's finer far in's tertan plaidy 
O my bunny, &c. 
O'er benty hills with him I'll ren, 


And leave my Lowland-kin and daddy z 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's fun 
He! 


icreen me with his Highland piaidy, 
0 my benny, &c. 
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ent room and deu led 
Mov prone a Lowland laird aud lady. 
Put I can e, aud be as glad, 
Behind a Buch, in's Higl land plaidy. 
O my bonny, &. 
es compliments between n pes, 
I ca? Lim my dear Fi. and | acc, 
And he ca's me his Lowincd If, 
Brac row: me in benzath his plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
Mae freater ioy I'm e*er pretend, 
"Chan that his love prove true and ready, 
IIe mine t6 kia, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Heav un preferves my Highlandladdie., 
O mv bonn, &c, 


— — — — __ _ 8 
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5 ON G XVIII. 
Sung by dir Mattocke, in Themas and Sally. 


4 n OM pow! mg te ocean and thraſhing 
I, »; nen! of 
In OO. England we're landed once more; 
"ar lande, my brave h;pmates  halooborvs, what 
cheer 
8147 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 


* 


Theſe hectoriug Liades thought to ſcare us, no 
doubt, 
And te cut us and Daſh us—Morbhen ! 
But hold thcie, aft! they vrere plaguely out, 
We hate fiic't tl.rm and repper' d them toc. 


We. os 


Tac camnag e, my ncartt, your own coat qu eace 
. s , 
Von invacers ſnall ſoon do you vight; 
The lion inay rouſe, When he hears tic cock cru, 


But ſhoull never be put {a a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenũcal jars ; 
Your diamn'd party and idle conteſt: 

And let all your ſtrite ra Kon us honctt tara, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A tca-faring four xk, it the maids can aſſect, 
Bid the iimpering grplies look to't; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe. 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like ; 

But *ware thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrikr. 


Now long live the King, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, 10 faction afraid : 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main : 
At all points of the compats diipiay'd. 


No quickſands erdanger, no ſtorm overwhelm ; 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe fail; 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


— — —ẽ— ONO OOO OO 


SONG XIX. Tus Woanrs ur Ma . 


LL in the Dowrs the geet ws moor“, 
The ſtreamers wal ing in the wind, 

When black-ey'd Suſan came or board, 

O! where hall I my true lose Lud? 


E 
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Teure, ye ;orial ſailors, tell me true 
i my tweet "William fails among \ Tony crew? 
Wi: am, wi yh upon the yard, 

cc by the billows to aud fro, 
Ser her ucll- non voice he heard, 

Lie ũgh' d. and caſt his eyes below ; 
Tue ropu ſlides ſwiſtly thro” his glowing hands, 
Aud quick as lightuing on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſwect lark tigu-pots'd in air, 
Suuts cleſe His p. nions to his breatt, 
If ch nee his mate's 1 Ou Voce we hear, 


The ate” capiaia in OY Britiſh fleet 
bl: Lt eavy Wikam's lips theſe kits < {weet. 


O Suſan! Saſan! lovely dear! 
dl; ours ſhall ever truc remain 
Let we kits off that falling tear: 
We ory 7 part to meœet agaln. 


ange aL Y- kf, y2 wi: By bo „ my heart ſhall be 
Thus faith f2l comma tha: fil Mints to thee. 


Bellere not what the laadmen ſay, | 
Wir temp ith Coubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'à tell thee, {1272 when away, 
In cry port a ralrets f nad 
Ye, ner, bulleve them v len they teil thee ſo, 
Tor I ar preſent Here ſoc'er I go. 


= 2 - 8 _ — - ”- = 
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Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I viiw, 
Wakes in my foul ſume charms of lovely Sus. 


Tho” battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho? cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that wund me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadſul word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer mult ſhe ftay on board; 
They kiſs'd, the ſigh d. Le : hung his head : 


Her leſs' ning boat unwilling rows to land: 


Adicu! the ery'd, and wav'd her lily hand. 


-- * * — 2 : —_—— 


SONG XX. 
Surg by Mrs Burchell, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr Axxx. 


OV” dlithe was I each morn to fe 
My Swain come o'er the bill! 

He leap'd the brock, and flew to nie; 

I met him with good will: 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 

When h's flecks near me lay; 
e gathered in my ſucep at night, 

And chcer'd me all the d2v. 


Oh! the broom, the bonny b-oes:. 
Were 2:4 was my repole ; 

F with I was with my dear j ais, 
Wh Vie rin and my ewes. 


FI 
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e tun'd his pipe and reed ſo fweet, 
The birds flood h{Uning by; 

The fleccy flock ſtood Kill and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho“ &er ſo rich and gay. 


Oh! the broom, &c. 


He did obige me ev'ry hour: 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 
He ftole my heart, cou'd I refufe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe 1 lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 
Oh ! the broom, &c. 


— — 
SONG XXI. Tur Cox rzsrro Murks. 
By Mr CuxninGran. 

Sung by Mr Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


1 a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 

With a mill and ſome meadows—(a freehold 
eſtate 

A 1 miller by labour ſupplies 

Thoſc bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies ; 

No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 

His conſtant companionzare Health and Content: 
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heir lordſhipa, in lace, may take aote, if they will, 
For he's honeſt, tho'daab'd with the duſt of hi; mill. 


Ere the lark's early carrol ſalutes the new Cav, 
H fprin;zs from his cottage as jocund as May; 
He cheeriully whitlles, regardleſs of care, 

Or tings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ate; 
Of bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud ror ambition his buſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's grift for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Englith food; 
And, thy” fiimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 
He quaffs at the ale - houſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
-- No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


SON G XXII. 


A favonrite Song, ſung by Mrs Scot, in tlie 
Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr Baildon. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ! 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content; 
Since I ſuffer with pleafcre, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate. fince I know tis in vain ? 
Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoit 1s the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my 
heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love known: 


1 1 


But oh! how T'm bie ſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 

Br force willing miſtake to diſcover er love 

When, ia ſtriving to hide, ſue reveals all her flame, 

Aud our eyes tell each other what neither dare 
name! 


How pleaſing is Beauty! how ſweet are her charms! 

Ter embraces how joyful! how peaceful her arms! 

S ire there's nothing fo eaſy as learning to love; 

"Tis taucht us on earth, and dy all things above: 

And to Beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mull. 
vicld ; 

Tor 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 
ſicld. 


SONG XXIII. 
The Mirrkz's WEDDING. 


EAVE, neighbours, your work, and to ſport 
and to play; 
Let the tabor ſtrike up, and the village be gay: 
No day thro' the vear ſhall more cheerful be ſeen, 
For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green. 
J love Sue, and Sue loves me: 
And while the wind blows, 
And white the mill goes, 
Who'll be fo happy, fo happy, as we ! 


L. t lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride, 
Be marry'd to day, and to-morrow be cloy'd ; 
My body :s ſtout, and my heart it is ſound, 
Anz my love, like my courage, will never give 
groun:. 
i ice Sue, Wc. 
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Let ladics oi famion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed; 
vuch figning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with a kiſs. 
I love Sue, &c. 


ho Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your beaus, 


Nor bounces, nor fiutters, nor wears your fine 


clothes, 


'n nothing he'll follow the folks of high life, 
Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
I love Sue, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but 
lies till, 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
1 love Sue, &c. 


— . 


SONG XXIV. 


Set by Dr Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 
HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 


To horfe, my brave boys, and away ; 
The morning 1s up, and the cry ofthe hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay : 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox ! 
O' er hill and o'er valley he flies: 
Then follow; we'll ſoon overtake him—Fluzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triomphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gar, 


E. 
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{low ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refreil: ! 
And loſe the fatiguss of the day! 
Wich fort, love, and wine, fickle Fortune defy; 
Dull Wiſdom all happineſs fours : 
ace lite js no mere than a paſſage at beſt, 
t's Are the way cver with flou'is. 


W— ——  — . — — — —  — —— 


SONG XXV. 
Sung in tte Pantomime of Tux Eroetment. 


MRS SCOTT. 


OME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and 
ye neighbours, 
The lovers their blifs can no longer delay; 
Forget all your forrows, yuur care, aud your la- 
tours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day, 
Ye vot'rics all, attend to my call, 
Come revel in picaſures that never can cloy. 
Cherus. Come, fee rural felicity, 
Which lore and innocence ever enjoy. 


MRS DORMAN, 


Let envy, let pride, let hate, and ambition, 

Still croud to, and heat at the breaſt of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiflion, 

But leave them alone to the wiſe- ones of ſtate; 
We boait of no wealth, but cortentment and heath. 

In mirth and in friendſhip our moments emplay.. 
Corus. Come, fee rural felicity, 

Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
D 2 | 
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Wiel reaſon ve taſte of each licurt - Airriug plea ſure. 
With reaſon we drirk of the full flow; ng boil, 
Arc ;jocund and gay. but all within menſures 
Lor fatel exceſs will euſlave the ſcee foul, 
Duetio. Then come at our bidding to this happy 
wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to anno v. 
Choras. Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Winch love and tanocence ever enjoy. 


SONG XXVL 


Cowpten Knows. ; 

Sung at Vauxhall. New fet by Mr Smith. 

\ HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains onT weed. 
Sing tbeir fuccefobul loves: 

Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves : 
But my lov'd ſong is then the Brœon, 

Sc fair on Cowden Knows ; 


For ſure fo fwect, ſo fair a bloom, 
Eliewtzere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won mv yielding heart; 

No ſnhepherd c'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play wich half ſach art; 

He ſung of Tv. of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haug he, and Lea der- de: 

Oh ! be I del: the found, 


© 0 
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Ver more delightful is the Broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure ſo freſh, fo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 

Not Tiviot Braces fo green and gay, 
May with this Broom compare; 

Not Yarrow Banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor Buſh aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home ; 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom 
Ye pow'rs tkat haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiriot flows; 
Corvey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


SONG XXVIL 
Sung by Mr Reinhold, in Love in a Village. 
| RS y ones and great 


Make the moſt of their fate; 
From plzaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gua. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light: 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 
DE EE LIL I——————_—_—_———————————— — 
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SONG XXVIII. 
Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 


HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the {train ; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muit, in their turns, to tyrants fall; 
Muſt, in, &. 
WW hilft _ ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſi great and 
„ 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
More dreadful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ics, 
Serves but to root thy native dak. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants nc'er hall tame; 


All their attempts to bend thee cown 
All their, &c. 


Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And worl. their woe, and thy regown. 
Rule Britannia, &. 


1 


FS 0 er belongs the rural reign, 
hy cities thall with commerce {ii ,; 
Thy cities, &e. 
All thine hall be, ſhall be the ſubiect main, 
And ev'ry fore it circles, thind. 
r Rule Britannia, &c. 


The Muſes. u with Freedom found, 
Shall to sliy — coaſt repair: ; 
Shall to hy happy coaſt repair. 
Bleit Ile! with beauties, with matchleſs beautie> 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Pritoas never will be ſlaves. 


SONG XXIX. 


May-Ere, ox Kats Or ABERDEER. 


Sct by Mr Battiſhill, and fung at Vauxhall. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro” the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kifs reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've fo ſeldom been, 
5 Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
| With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till Morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the pronus'd May: 


CI 


The nymphs and ſwains hall all declare 
The promis'd May, when feen, 

Net half ſo fragrant, half fo. fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I lore : 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green : 

Fond birds, tis not the morning breats, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

Ahe feſtal dance young ſhepherds leac, 
Or fing their love-tun'd lay. 

Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


SONG XXX. 


Bus# A800 TRrRAQUAIR. 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 
PI tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho? thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 
Unheeded never move her. 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
Tas there I firſt did love her. 


E 


That day ſlie ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No mod ſcem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelf the luckfcit lad, 
So ſeectly there to find her. 
try'd ta lJootie my am runs flame, 
Ta words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to ofend her. 


Yet now ſhe cornful flies the plain, 
The ichs we then frequented ; 
If &er we meet, ſhe fobews diſdain, 
She los as ner acquainted, 
The bony buf!: bloom'd fair in May, 
ts fronts IN. ay remember; 
But wow her frowas make it decay, 


i: fades as in December. 


Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ftrains, 
Why taus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
n! make her partner in my pains, 
Tnen let her ſmiles relieve me. 

If rot, my lose will turn deſpair, 
My palbon nav mair tender; 

PV leave the bvih aboon Traquazry 
To lonely wWilds I' wander. 


SONG XXXC. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, a: Vauxhall. 


Do as I vill with my ſwain; 
He never once thinks 1 am wrong: 


He Exes none ſo well on the plain, 


e 
1 rleafe hin fo well with my Long. 
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A ſong is the ſhepherd” $ do: light; ; 
He hears me with joy all the daz, ; 
He's forry when comes the dull niglit, 
That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt' d. 
He afl me to ſouth him the vile; 

My voice ſet his mind all to reit, 

And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile. 

1 Since when, or in mead, or in grove, 

by By his flocks, or the clear river fide, 


9 I fing my beft ſongs to my love, \ 
1 And to charm him is grown all my pride. 
| No beauty had I to erdcear, 

5 No treaſure of nature or art; 

bs But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear. 

1 Soon found out the way to his heart: 


1 To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
N He took me to join the gay throng; 
I won the rich prize with much eaſe, 


And my fame's gone abroad with my ſorg. 


Put let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain ; 
. Enough then for me is his praite, 
[ I fig but for him the lov'd Rrain. 
1 When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail. 
1 And your ſhephert: elude all your ſkill, 
9 Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
7 And gain all your fwains to your will, 


— ꝛ SEEDED new —————_————_— 


SONG XXXII. 
Jung by Mrs Baddcley, at Ranelag!. 
Set by Mr Dibdin. 


HE ſmiling morn, the blooming fpring, 

Invite the chearful birds to fing ; 
And, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love mclts the univerſal lay : 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them, improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the tirks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear: 
At this thy living bloom will Fade, 
As that will trip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then 1s o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then fing and play, 
About the birks of Invermay. 
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»O NG XXXIII. 
Tur Parxcox. FaGm STEVEXS. 
—_ avout the briſk glaſs, I proctuira Lim 
an aſs, 


Win at ceres of this world wou'd repine; 
"I'was Hur forrows to druwn, and ditpel Fortune's 


frown, 
That jove fent us, Jove ſeut us the juice of 
. ths vine. 
"Tis is in all ſects the true int'reſt protects, 


* en. :vens the lump of our ciay; ' 
The parions looks teach, tho? againkt it they 
preach. 
Then believe them, believe them, wi pleaſes, 
I £ 17. 


"Tis not iong ago, that a vicar I know, 
Whofe name *twere ungodly to tell, 
Wlio o'er bottle and bowl fat with many good ſoul, 
Full of glee, till ding dong, till ding dong, 
went the bell: 
Then, having a hic—cup, took the chair with a} 
kick—up, 
I mutt go, elſe the church will complain; 
But, friends, don't think me rude, I ſwear by my 
prieſt hood, 
I'll but preach. and be with you, be with you 
again. 


The parſon went ſtraight, tho he tagger'dia gait, 
With his fermon in mem'ry's large cheſt; 
To the pulpit he role, bat ioon fell in a dof:, 
And cries, excehent, excelleut wine, I proteſt. 
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Tie whole congregation, in ftrag7e eonfterna- 
t. on; 
Left the church, with a figh at the cauſe; 
But the clerk, more devoat, cries, Sir, they're 
all out 5 - 
Then fill em, then fill' em again, my brave boys. 


In law, twas defign'd, Juſtice ſtiil ſhould be blind 
Yet ſhe'll ſquint if ſelf- int'reſt do call; 
And I'm certain I cou'd, o'er a hogſhead that's 


ood, 
Bribe the council, the council, judge, jury, 
and all. | 
If to drink be a fault, for ſo we're all taught, 
Old Noah could tipple, they ſay; | 
And we gather from hence, all mortals of ſenſe, 
Should be ſons of old Noah, old Noah: Huzza! 


SONG XXXIV. 
13 hark ye, how echoes the horn in 
the vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter for ignoble reſt, 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt: 


The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is, hark, hark away: 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys, 


Haite, 1 let's away, —ſo to horſe, my brave 
J'S. x 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner 3 more noble give place 
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While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
From valley to valley re-echoes the cry ; 


Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we ſear, . 

We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old 
Care; 

Forgetfui of labour we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 


SONG XXXV. 


Trank YOU rox NoTHING. 


NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a 
buis : 
Go, fellow! faid I, miad your plow and yourcart ; 
I thank you for nothing, —thank you for nothing, 
Thank you for nothing, with all my heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 
He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff; 
J tock it, I own, yet had fill fo much art, 
To cry, thank you for nothing, &c. 


He Aid, were I kind he would make me his wife, 
own I was never ſo daſh'd in my life; 

Yet I could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing, &c. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 
And with him on Sunday to chappel I went ; 
But ſaid, twas my goodneſs, more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him tor nothing, &ec, 


Id 


ww 


The parſon ery'd. chill. you mitt after me far, 
Ard chen talk'd of honour, aud love, and obey 
et laich, when tis reverence came to thai parts 
1 :kank'd him for nothing, &c. 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtoc king would 
throw, 
1 muſt rot tell tales, but I know what I know: 
Tung Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And I thank'd him for fomething, 
7':2ak'd him for ſomething, 
Thank'd Ein for ſomething, with all my heart. 


_— — — — 


3O NG XXXVI. By Mr Ganzrcs, 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhelt 
To hills and dales my paſiton tell, 
A flame which time can never que!), 


But burns for thee, my Peggy. 


Yeu, greater bards, your lyre ſhould hit; 
Dor fay what ſubject is more fit, 
1 ha" to record the fperkling wt 

Aud bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The fun ß'irſt rifing in the morn, 
hat paints the dew-beſpangled thoro, 
Docs not {o much the day adorz, 


As dees my lovely Peggy. 


And when in Thetis lap to reſt, 
2c ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
2 5's not fo heantenus as undreſt 
Aurncars mp lovely Pegę y. 
E 2 
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When Zephyr on the vi'iet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damatk route, 

It docs not halt the frets d:{clole, 
As docs my tovely Peggy. 


. | ole a kifs the other day, 

And {truſt me) nought but truth I ſey, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in raitic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my loveiy Peggy. 


With her a cottage would delight; 

All's happy when ſhe's in my fight; 

But when ſhe's gone, tis endieſs night, 
All's dark withcut my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r till rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long hall I love Peggy. 


And when Death lifts his pointed dart, 

To ſtrike the blow that rends my keart, 

My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy! 


SONG XXXVII. 


E Fair, poficfs'd of er'ry charm 
To captivate the will, 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 


©. av 


Jay, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where fatt'ry bears no part; 

An nonett verie, that flows fincere 
And candid from the heart? 


Great ĩs rour pow'r; but, greater yet, 


Mankind it might engage; 
Tf, 2s ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: | 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take 
For who's to beauty blind ? 
But to what end a pris'ner make. 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; | 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Cameſters to little ſe win, 
Who loſe again as falt ; 
Tho” beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG XXXVIII. 


HE laſs of Peaty's mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and gay 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, f 
Hath ſtole my heart away, 
Then tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed, on the 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wauton'd in her een. 
E 3 
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Her arms, white, round, and ſneoth : 


Breaits riſing in their dawn; 
To age it wenild give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An ecitacy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetncfs fand, 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love begwPd ; 
I with'd her for my bride. 


Oh ! had I all that wealth, 
Hopeton's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, 
And pleaſures at my will ; 
Id promiſe and fulkl, 
iat none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peatv's mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


SONG XXXIX. 
Sung in Thomas and Sally. Set by Dr Axxx. 


W I was a young one, what girl was 
like me! 


So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er 
A was heard —to be ſure I was there. 
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To all that came rear I ad lometluag to fay ; 
„was this, Sir--and that, Gr--bet Cares erer na 
And, Sundays, drels'deut in my 11s and my lace, 
I warraut I ſtood by the beit in the place. 


At twenty I got me a luiband, poor man! 
Well, reſt him—wec all are as gobd as we can 
Yet lie was to pecvilh, he'd quarre! fer ſtraws, 
And jerlouz—tho' truly I gave him fome cauſe. 


Fi: ſnuhb' d me, and huſt'd me; but let me alone; 

pad! Tren tongue, and I paid him * own: 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when f Pouſe is un- 
tow'rd, 

Stand frm to your charter, and have the laſt word, 


Put now I'm quite alter d, the more to my woe; 

Fm not what I was ſorty ſummers ago: 

This Tirc's a ſore fue; there's no ſnunning his 
dart ; 

However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum- chance; 
Iſtill love a tune, tho? unable to dance ; 

And, books of devotion laid by on my hel, 

1 teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG XL. By Mr Cuxxmcnan. 
The Sycamore Shade. A Ballad. 
Sung by Mrs PixTo. Set by Dr Ax z. 


7” day as I fat in the Sycamore Shade, 


Young Damon came whiſthing along, 
I trembled- I bluſh'd—a poor innocent ? 


And my heart caper d up to my 


- * . * N — „ ü 
— p ” — 
F 


—— * ²⅛ —— —— — —— 


; " S = a 8 
-» 
— — 
— > 


—— — 


FI 


Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is ker! 


Young Damon defigns you no "ll; 
The thepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear. 
Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, lic Kin. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet. 


One kifs he demanded No more ! 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour fo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a fcore ; - 
My lambiins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever 
found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill: 


But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop 


round, 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


en the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade, 

E * ſhelter I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there, 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There” s ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle i it makes, 
Ill die ere I bid it lie till. 


—_———— — 


SONG XLI. 


Taz Vicar and Moszs. 


HERE was once, it is faid, 
Tho? moſt out of my head ; 
But I'm ſure, boys, that true is my tale; ; 

A tun-belly'd Vicar, 
Bepimpled with liquor, 


| Could ftick to no text | ys good ale. Tol, &c. 


— 
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He o22 righ: went to doſe, 
For, une 1 tho rote, 
The parlon was Non fe :: 
Non je ihe! Qve ſay, 
W. hats chat to the lay” ? 


In plaia Englitt, the parſon was tipſey. 


The clerk he came in, 
With a band-bobbing * 

As falemn and ſtupid as way be; 
"Che vicar he 'd, 


The elerk hemm'd naud ſcran'd, 
Saviag Pleaſe Sir, to bury a baby. 


Now, our author ſuppoſes, 
The clerk's name was Moſes, 
He bok'd like his maſter fo roty : 
He winx'd with one = 
With his wig all awry 
And hiccup'd I is it, Moſc' ? 


child, Sir, is carry 4, 
By you to be bury'd, 
Dury rue, Moſes !—no, that won 't do, ſure. 
God Sir! ſays the clerk, 
You're quite in the dark, 
Ti a child to be bury'd, not you, Sir. 


Wiel, pri'thee, don't hurry, 
The tatant PU bury — 

But, Sir, tho corps cannot ſeay: : 
Vol, can't it? but WR» 
For nc we will try, 

If a corps, Moſes, cau run away. 


Ihen Mc: {es reply d, 
vir, the parich will ehide, 
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Go t. il ton . m my 


Pl bury them warm ail tovether, 
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But, Sir, it rains hard, 

Pray, have ſome regard 
Regard ! av, tis that makes me Nav; 
For no corps, young or old, 

In rain can catch cold, 
But faith, Moſes, you and I mcg. 


Moſes begg'd he'd be gone. 
Saying,.— dir, the rain's done; 
Arife, and I'll lead you my had. 
* *is hard, quoth the vicar, 
Do leave thus my liquor, 
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At length, thc” fore tronbl'd, 
To the church-yard he hobdl's. 
Lamenting the length of the way; 
Then Motes, ſaid he, 
Were 1 a biſhop, Ove fee, 
J weuld neither walk, preach, er pray. 


„ 


Then he open d the book, 
As if in it he'd look, 
But o'cr the page only he fquinted ; 
Crying, Moſes, I'm vex'd, 
For I can't find the text, 
This book is ſo wretchedly printed. 


Good people, let's pray, 
For life's but à day; 


Lor keeping chem out in ccid wes:her:; 


And go, when I'm fure 1 can't ftand. 
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Nay, fymetimes tis over at noon: 
Man is but a flow'r, ; 
Cut down in an hour, 

2:ronug-ale, Notes, won't do it ſo ſcen. 


Woman of man born— 
No—fure— The leaf's torn, 
For in woman the natural ſwell is; 
The world would grow wild, 
Were men got with child, 


Moſes, you and I might have big bellies. 


Good people, let's pray, 
And mind what I ſay, 
In former times ſaints could work miraclcs, 
Ard raiſe from the dead 
There's no more to be taid, 
For, Moſes, I've dropt down my ſpectacles. 


Come, let us N⁰ forth, 

Put the child in the earth; 
Dutt to duſt—dukt it away; 

For, Moſes, I truſt, 

We all ſhould be duſt, 
Tf we were not to moiſten our clay. 


So, one pot, and then; 
The clerk ſaid, Amen 
And thus we have carry'd th farce on. 
The taſte of the times 
Wil reliſh our rhymes, 
When the ridicule runs on a parſos. 
STEVENS, 
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SONG XLII. 
Set by Mr Bacn. 


Y my ſighs you may diſcover 
What foft withes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell each other, 
What the tongue cannot impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing 

Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But *tis hard and paſt concealing, 

When we truly, fondly love. [Da Capo. | 


—» — 


SONG XLIL 
Tus LixxteTe. 


S bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta'en, 
The little warblers ſcem'd to pray 
For liberty again : 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead ; 
In vain they tun'd their pleafing throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing thro” the tufted grove, ' 
ear which my cottage ſtood, | 
I thought I faw the queen of love, 
When Chlora's charms I view'd : 
J pus I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
Io hear my tender tale, 
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But all in vain— ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


Soon thro? the wound, which love had mace, 
Came pity to my breaft, 
And thus I (as compaſſion bagc) 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd : 
„Me little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew; 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you. 


SONG XLIV. 


Covrrxr. By Mr Cothiincnan. 
Sung by Mr Hudſon. Set by Mr Goodwin, jun, 


O * moorlands and mountains, rude, ber- 
ren, and barc, 


As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home ; 5 
Ycllow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſement fweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, | 


And deck'd the ſod feats at her door. 


We fat ourſelves down to a coolin repalt 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt . 


Whilit thrown from my guard, by — . 


ſhe caſt, 
Love flily ſtole into my breaſt. 
F 
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told my ſoft withes, ſhe ſwectly reply d. 

(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
„I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
þ Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine.” 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her afpe& ſo meek, 
So imple, yet ſweet were her charms ; 

T kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diftils, 
Ard mark out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe neꝰ er did aſpire ; 
The damſel's of humble deſcent : | 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


SONG XLV. 


In TRE WATERMAN. 


A ND did you not hear of a jolly young wa- 
terman, 
Who at Black-friars bridge us'd for to ply? 


He feather'd his oars with ſuch {kill and dexterity, 


Winning each heart and delighting each eye: 
He look'd ſo neat, and row'd ſo iteadily; 
The maidens all flock d in his boat fo readily ; 
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And he ey'd the young rogues with fo charming 
au air, 
That this watcrman nt'er was in want of a ſare. 


22k fi. I of kne folks he oft row'din his wherry, 
Tas Clean out io neat, and lo painted withall 
IId wis always Gift oars, when the fine city ladies, 
Inn | perty to Renelagh went, or Vauxhall. 
Aud vfteatmerwwould theybe gigghngandleering, 
But texas all one to Tom, their gihing and jeering 3 
For hi ing, or liking, he little did care, 
Foc this waterman neꝰ er was in want of a fare. 


And vet, hut to fee how ſtrangely things happen ; 
As hc row'd along, thinking of — — at all, 


He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charming, 
That the finil'd, and fo ſtraightway in love he 
did fall. 
Andwould this young damſel but baniſh his forrow, 
He'd wed her to-night, before it was morrew : 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 


Whea he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare? 


SONG XLVI. 


Sung by Mrs MaTTocxs, in Loveina VII LAG. 


UPID, god of foft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize! oh ſeize! ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Tſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
WWeto the body would entira ; 
F 2 
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Tyrant of more cruel kind, 
Thoit who would enfſlave the mind: 


Cup.d, God, &c. 


What is grandeur? Foe to reſt; 

Cluld:h mummery at be. 

Happy I in humble {tate ! 

Catch ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, God of, &c. 


SONG XLVIL 


Sung by Mrs PixTo, in Axraxrzxxs. 


F o'er the cruel tyrant, Love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 

What was my pride, is now my ſhame, 
And mutt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a trattor's part. 


SONG XLVIII. Sung in Lzras. 


VE mortals, whom fancies and troubles per- 


plex, 


Whom foils miſzuiles, and inſirmities vez; 
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Whe fe lives . ariily know what it is to he blef.: 
Who rife witiout joy, and lie down without rut; 
Obes the glad ſummons, to Lethe r-parr, 
Drink deep of the tream, and forget all your 
care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
care. 


d maids ſhall forget what they with ſor in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d: 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 


And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Ve drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
Zhe troubled in mind ſhall go cheerful away 
And yeiterday's wretch be quite happy to day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair: 
Drink deep of the ftream, and forget all your 
care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 


Care. 


SONG XLVIII. Mar, the Mother of Love. 


Written by Mr Cunningham. Set by Mr Long. 


HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
Tne birds foadly bill on the fpray, 
And poplars * with their boughs. 
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On Ida bright Venus may reige, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 

We thepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the mother M Lore. 


From the weft, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 


And willows and woodbines entwine 


he pinks by the rivulet's fide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 

Pend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May :s the mothcr of Love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He futter's in bridal array; 

If the larks and the Iinnets now fing, 
Their muſic is taught them by Ma : 

The ſtock-dore, recluſe with her mate, 
Conccals her fond blifs in the grove, 


And, murmuring, ſeems to at, 
That May is the mother of Love. 
The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 


Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay 


Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds in tunc, 


Fer muũc mutt welcome the May: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 

And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find 

That May is the mother of Love. 


| 
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SONG L. 


The Words made to a favourite Scotch Air, ia 
the Overture of Tomas and SALLY. 


Sung by Mrs Pixro at Rax ETAdu. 
Set by Dr Aane. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came : 
But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning- Wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall ; 
Unufual joy her heart did feel ; 

But 1 the turn'd her ſpinaing-wheel. 


Then round about her fender waiſt, 
Ele claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kifs her hand he down did kneel: 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice the bid him riſe; 

He blefs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 

Yet {till ſhe turn d her ſpinning- wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he prefs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd : 
Then puſh'd him from the roch and reel, 
And angry tarn'd her fpinning wheel, 
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At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 
Ile ſwore he meant her for his bride: 
'was then her love ſhe did reveal. 


And flung away her ſpinning-wheel. 


SONG LL 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr Axxr. 


URE Sally is the lovelicſt laſs 
That e' er gave ſhepherd glee ; 
Not May-day in its morning-drefs 
1 Is half fo fair as ſhe; 
ts paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd . adore; 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 


You'd think on thoſe no more: 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, » 

Did you but know the ſweets that dweil 
On Sally's love-taught lp : 

But, ah! take heed, ve tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undene. 


Once in my cot ſ-cure I ſiept, 

And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 
More ſportive than the kids J kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 

To ev'ry maid love-talcs 1 told, 
And did my truth aver; 
Yet, ere the parting kiſs was cold, 

I hvgh'd at love and her. 


f 


s y od bwnd hon 


7 4 


But now the gloomy grove I ſcek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtrar ; 

There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
Ant tgh my foul away! 

Nougut but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn cf hope I ſez; 

For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have lott their tender fleecy dams 
And ſtray'd I know not where: 

Alzz! my cwc3, in vaia ye bleat; 
My lambkins loft, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 


For loit's your ſhepherd too. 


SONG LID. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr Won cx. 


OUNG Cn proteſts I'm his joyand delight: 
He's ever vnhappy when I'm trom his fight; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 
The duce fire is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


The duce fare is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide ; | 
He pines and be fings, tho? I frown and I chide ; 
I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, fays, no: 
The duce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 

The dure, &c. 
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He often requeſts me his. flame to relieve ; 

Ilan, what iavour he hopes to receive? 

His unſcer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow : 

What mortal buiides lim would playzue à maid ſw? 
What mortal, xc. | 


This breait-knot he yeſterday brought from the 
| wake, 

And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake : 

Such trifles tis caty enough to beſtow ; 

I fure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 


I fure, &c. 
He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 


And meets me each morn to conduct me again: 

But what's his intention I wiſh I couid know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For Pd rather me marry'd, &c. 


SONG LIIL 
Sung by Mr Bzearv, in The Maid of the Mill. 


V 'T HEN a maid, in way of marriage, 
Firſt is counted by à man, 

Let un do the beſt he can, 
She's fo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 

Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 

Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold ; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 

Leſt the folks ſhovld think her bold. 
But the parſon comes in ſight, 

Gives the word to bill and coo; 
*Tis a different tory quite, 
And the quickly buckles to. 
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SONG LIV. 


Tux Joviar HuxTsmex. 


AS to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſwcetlybedappled, forebodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew ; 
While the feafen invites, with all its delights, 
The hcalth-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight, when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To ſee the ſwift beagles ſpread over the lawns; 

To welcome the fan now returning from reſt, 

Their mattins they chant, as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, &c. | 


But 6h! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart, juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley, reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds. 
Tien hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 

Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate: 

Borne by their bold courſera, no dangers they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down ; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth; 
Ovrs till is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, Sc. 
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SONG IV. 
Text, Lumps of Pudding. 


9 ev voy Good-humour took Wit as his 
Reſolv'd to e dige in a ſenſible feaſt; 


Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoſt, 

And Mirth, Song, and Sentiment, garniſh'd each 
tan: 

Put while, like true bucks, they enjoy'd their 
defign 

(For the joys a buck lie in love, wit, and wine, 

Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud knock, 

And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, Tis paſt 


twelre o'clock. 


Ther nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 
When brought to the light, how much were they | 
plezs 'd, 

To fee *twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz*d! 
Nis glaſs was his lantern, his ſcythe was h:s pole, 
His fingle lock dandled a- down his ſmooth ſkull ; 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I tho't fit to 

knoc 


And bid ye begone, for tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Tho' Nature ſtrikes twelve, folly till points to fix : 

He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd | 
Dear it, 


SY hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret, 


prime, 


There is notking like claret for killing of Time; 


. 
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This is right, call'd out Wit, while we're in out 
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Hurra! rejoic'd Lore, now no more can he knock, 


Nor impertinent tell us, Tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Now Time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 
Love and Wit of that troubleſome gueſt well has 
rid us: 
Vet if Time ſhould be wanting for any deſign, 
Henceforth he'll be found in a hogſhead of wine. 
Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think, 
By this rule we are ſure of our time when wedrink; 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
We're certain our drinking is always well-tim'd. 


SONG LI. 


ETTrick Bawnx:c. 


N Ettrick Banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming, when the ſheep drave hame, 

met my laſſie braw and tight, 

Come wading barefoot a” her lane: 
My hcart grew light, I ran, I flang 

My arms about her lily neck, 
And kit3'd and clapt her there fou lang, 

My words they were na mony feck. 


i ſaid, My laſſie, will you go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn? 


I'U baith gie thee a cow and ewe, 


When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law ; 
Chear up your heart my bonny laſs, 

There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
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Zul dax, uncn we have wrougut encuyily 
When winter froits and fnaw begin, 
Sohn as the ſun gues welt the loch, 
At mght, when ye fit down to ſpin, 
Il {ſcrew my pipes, aud play a fpring ; 
nd thus the weary niglit we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our picafant ſummer back again. 
©2vne, when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans gleat v'er ilka field, 
1'!! mcet my lafs among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſimmer ſheild. 
"then far frae a' their ſcornfu' din, 
hat make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
\c'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and fing, 
And gar the laugeſt day ſecm fhort. 


SONG LVII. 


Hz ARTS or Oar. 


OME,cheer up, mv lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething newto this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, don't preſs you ke ſtuvcs, 
For, who are fo free as we ſons of the waves? 
Hearts of oak are out ſhips, 
Hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady ; 
Well fght, aud well conquer again and again. 


| We ne'er meet our foes but we with them to ſtay; 
They never meet us, but they with us away: 


3 


It hey run, then we follow, and run them a- ſnore, 
And if the wont fight us, what can we do more ? 
iicarts cf oak, &c. 


Thy for tacy U invade vs, theſe terrible focs, 

The v frighten our women, our children, and beaue: 

But ſhould their lat-bottoms in darkneſs get 0'cr, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhorc. 
Heart 2 of oak, 8 CL Cs 


Well ll 8 them run, and we'll Ain make 
tue m ſweat, 
In . pite of the devil, and Bruſſcl's garzctte : 
Then ckeorup, my lads, with one voice let us ſins, 
| Our fol: Hers 2, Hr tailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Hearts ef Oak, &e. 


—— r 
SONG LVIII. 
Iitcntavd QUEEN. 
Ti) mor e may fory all te, ve fron, 


A 1 Of purling ſtrcams, or flo“ ry plaine; 
Mlore-plening beauties me inſpire, 

And Pi:a bus tunes the wabling lrre +. 

Dieinely aided, thus I mean 

To eclebrate my Highland Qveen. 


* 
* 


In her, ſezt innocence you'll ing, 
* "ith fr ceclora, truth, and beauty join d; 


1 From pride aud affectation free, 
Nike the fatles on you and me: 
; ine thi ohtet nymph that trips the green, 


3-33 prandunee wy Livkland Queen. 
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No fordid wiſh, or trilling jor, 
er ſettled calm of mind deftroy ; 
Strict honour kills her ſpotleſs foul, 
And adds a luſtre to the whole: 

X matchleſs ſhape, a graceſul mien, 


All centre in my Highland Queen. 


How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Tat- 
Has deftin'd for ſc fair a mate; 
Has all theſe wond'ring gifts in fore, 
And cach returning day brings more. 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 
Puſſeſſing thee, my Highland Queer. 


— —— 


SONG LIX. 


Roc:tin CAs rr. 


2 WAS in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Aroſe, and fung his rural lay: 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung. 
While Roſlin Caftle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the cheerful ſtrain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpriag 
With rapture warms, awake and fing ; 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

Who hail the morning with a ſong ! 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay, 

O bid her haſte, and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
Aad add new giaces to the morn. 


4 
a 


0 T2 ry rey en ev'ry ſpray, 

„ b her'd warbler tunes his lay 0 
beauty res the raviſh'd Meat ty 
(irc the melting fang. 
den let my ravilh'd notes ariſe, 

Hor Seauty Gorts from Nanny's gv, 
And jove my ring boſom warme, 
And tis my foul with fweet warts 


— 
25 
s þ*©® 4 
* 
2 
* 

* 

* 

7 


O c2:ne, my lore, thy Colia's lay! 


Wich raptvre calls, O come away; 
Come, while the mule this wreath tall twin: 
ſ Arau 9 that mode brow uf thine. b 
' ) ihr halle, aud with thee bring 

Thot beauty, blooming like the ſprt ing, 
Thoſs ſercces that divinely ſhine, 
d ciarm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


SONG LX. 
ſes sEMOND MiLL. .- 


vg ct fome nymph in her cot, 


ad bard vil · furich his guill 


* . 25 121 it Las ſall'n to my let 
0 e Jeffemond Mill. 


\ en Spring hither wirds her carreery 
Our trecs and our heuges to hill, 
i QUCUTS of verdure appear, 


>; tant rea at Jeſſemond NM, 


- 
my 
* 


N puart es! rural delight, | 
Ire Has, c us lavifh'd her Sas: 
C& 3 


4 0 L 
— —— - — — 
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Here fragrant ſoft bieezet unite, 


And wanton round ſeſſcmond Mi: 


zen Gilcuce cac nine here dwells. 
When Silence each ev'niug here dwel 


The hirds in their coverts all ti!) 
D muſie in {weetucls excell; 


The clacking of Jeſſemond MN. 


Reclin'd by the verge of the ftream, 
Or itretck'e 07 the fide of vic hill. 
I'm never in wart of a theme, 


Wuilſt learning at Jeflemond] Vt! 


Sure Venus ſome plot has deiign'd ; 
Or why is my heart never ſtill, 
ener it pops in my mind 
To wander at Jeſſemond M:!! ? 
Mr chject, ye ſwains, you will Hurt, 
If ever in love you had ſkill ; 
And, faith, I will frankly confeſs, _ 
Tis Jenay of jciemond Mill. 


SOMGC LXI. 


Tint DrsyAinING SHEPHERDES 3, 


LUNE—3:t love's a ſweet paſſion, &. 


| 


| 
| 


Na bonk's fiow” ry verge, be ſide a cicar brook, | 
A fair ſnepherdeſs fat, in her hand was her 


crook ; 


tier dog, by her fide, lay at eaſe on the ground; 
And her flocks overſpread the green paſtures a- 


round: 


1 
* 
4 


E I 


Zul the teurs from her eyes in pure riv'lets. they 
ſlow'd, PROS | 

Whilſt her breaſt with theſe accents rapturouſly 
glow'd: 


(! why cruel Fate from my arms did ye tear | 

y faithful young ſhepherd,ever conſtant and dear? 

und torce him away to a diftance fo far, 

'Midit the direful alarms of outrageous war! 

There he'll baſely be mangFd or inhumanly lain, 

And my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd! I'll ne'er ſee 
again. | 

e woods and ye groves, where often we've ftray'd, 

gilſt our Tambs friſk'd their gambols, and ſpor- 
tively play'd ; 

\Vhere firſt my young ſwain made to me known his 
love, 

And ſwore ever conſtant and true he would prove: 

Now in vain your trees bud, they allflourtſh in vain, 

vince my ſhepherd, dear ſhepherd! I'll ne'er fee 


Ve col ſhady dow'rs and fweet-ſcented alcoves ; 

Andy: ſongſters, who chant your gay notes in the 
groves; 

Ic hich water - falls, and ſmooth ſerpentine 
ſtreams; 

Rural ſubjects for lovers, for them pleaſing themes: 

All yeur beautics diſpleaſe me, your muſic gives 


pain, 
Siace my ſhepherd, ecar ſhepherd ! PII ne'er fee 
again. 


No more will my ſwain gladden yon lonely vale ; 
Nor no more wallhis mulic dance on the freſn gale ; 


1 
His pipe was fo vicafiny and tot iu the grots, 
Tarat inn ct, toliten, ort dropt t ir {weet notes: 
But I'm left, with the turtle, to mourn and com 
plain, 
Fer myſnepherd, dear ſuepherdl Iilncerfor agate 


Zung by vir Fawcet, at Richmond. 


Set by Mr Ho. 


OME, rouze, brother ſportſmen, the kun- 
ters all cry, 
We're got a firony ſcent, and a favouring ſcy: 
The horn's fprightly notes, and the lark's carly 
ſong, | 


Will chide the dull iportimen for ilecping fo long: 


Bright Pf bus has ſewn. us a glimpſe of his face, 

Pecpꝰ d in at our windows, and call 4 to the chaſe; 

He foon will be vp, for his dawn wears awax, 

And makes the {colds bluſm with the bcaias of lis 
rav. ; 


Erect Molly may teare vou, perhaps, to lie dove, 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps the may frown; 
But tell her that love muſt to hunting give place, 
For as well as her charms, thert are charms in 


thc chaſe. 


Cock yon Jer, look vonder, d Reynard I _ 
At his hrum̃ u wal fullow brifk Chanter and Fly; 
They ieize on ther prey, fee his 3 roll, 
We're in at the ecath—rov it's the bowl. 


„ 


„„ 
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Tucre uni up eur glifles, and toail to che King, 
From a bumper trefh 0 lt ever will brug: 

To George, peace unc : glory may Heaven diſpenſe, 
Aadionhaaters £ aur. u ten thoaſand years hence. 


SONG LXIII. 
Sung at Rax ELAGU. 


3 Cut vin rang' d early one morning in foringy 
ro hear the wood's choriiters d ward!» and 


ling; 
Youag Phwebe he ſaw ſapinely was * 
And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid ʒ 
And thus, &c. | 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 

Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count ! 

Was ever poor damſel ſo fadiy betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet {till be a maid ? 
To live, &c. 


Ve heroes, triumphant by land and by fea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv' d, of no dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me amaidY 


Will you, &c. 


Ye counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent tongue, 
Cando what you pleaſe with right and with wrong; 
Can it be or by law or by equity ſaid, 
That a comely young girl ou ht to dic an old maid? 
That a Camely, &c. | 


191 


Ye learned phyſicians, whofe excellent kill 

Can fave or demolith, can heal or can kill; 

t'oa poor ſorlorn damfel contribute your IR 

Wo is lick. very ficay oi remaluing a maid ; 
Wi 3 ics, &. 


Ye tops, I inroke not to lit to my ſong, 

Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong 3 

Ye <choes of echo, and ye thodows of ſhad 

For if I had you, I mig. ill be a maid ; 
Fer it, Ke. 


Young Colin was melted to Lear ker complain, 
Then wuiſper'd relief, lite a kind-hearted train z 
And Phceve, well ple” 4. is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and 4 dy: ing a maid; 

Of being neglected, and 6ying 2 maid. 


3 


SONG Lal 
Tux HoxesT Frrrew. Sct by Dr Anxt. 


HO! Poxo'this non! ene, Iprithee give o'er, 
And talk of vour Phullis an. Chloe no more; z 
Their face, and their air, and their mcin, what a 
rout! j 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about; 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſa the bottle about. 


Let fiaical fops play the fool and the ape; 
They dare not confide in the juice of the prope: 
But we hong ſt fellows— 4. ach! who devertirok 
Of pulling fr love, whilc he's able to.uriac f 


War . 
CO! liz Ns. © 


nd trad Yo 5 af 
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su ive, only wine, that true pleaſure beitous; 

Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 

Remember what tupers of old us' to fing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as à king; 
Ihe man, &c. 


If Capid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 

Anacreon's Cales ſee, page twenty-fix: 

The precedent”s glor.ous, and juſt by my ſoul; 

Lay kold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl; 
Lay hold, &. 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh? 
ly toaſt (hall be this, hilt I've liquor to quaſf ; 
May mirth and goed fellowſhip always abound ; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


— — —— - 


8 ON G LXV. 


Sung at Rax ELAOGCu. 


1 Jenny's my friend, my delight, and 
my pride, 
alwars have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide; 
dwell on her praiſes where-ever I go; 
Phev ſay, I'm in love, but I anfwer, No, no; 
They fay, I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 


At e' ning oft times, with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 
Lut fry not *tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 

Dut ſor, &c. 


1 


She ſiags me a ſorg, and I echo its ſtrais; 

Again, I ery, Jenny, tweet Jeany, again: 

I Eifs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow; 

But fay not tis love, for I anfwer, No, no; 
But ſay, &c. 


She tells me her faults as Ge fits on my knee: 

I chide her, 2nd ſwear ſhe's an angel to me : 

My ſtoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo: 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho” ſhe anſwers, No, no; 


Who knows, &c. 


Frem beauty and wit, and good-humour, how | 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or {till I'll fay, No; 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No. 


SONG LXVI. 


Baxxs oF rur DI. 


WAS ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes were 
blowings  » © 

And ſweetly the nighti ſung from the tree: 
At the foot ofa rock, here the river was flowing, 

I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou fweet river; 
Thy banks” pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 
For there I arft gain'd the affection and favour 

Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


. „ * m_ 4. „ 


a 


But now he'g gone from me, and left me thus | 


To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he: 


4 


Woo 


Anlah! there's no hopes of his ſpee-l7 returning, 
o wander again on the banks ct the Pes. 
{].'s gone, helpleſs youth! o'erthe loud-roaring 
bitlov's; 8 
"The kindeit and fœceteſt of ail the gay fellows ; 
uuleft metoſtra: *mor;it the once ved wikows, 


Ihe lonchett maid on the banks oz the Dee. 


But Time, and my prayers, may perhaps yet re- 
itore him; 

Bluit Peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 
Aad when he returns, with fuch care I'll watch 

o'er him, 

He never ſhall leave the f:+cot Banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then ſhall flow all its beauties diſplaying, 
The lanibs on its banks ſhall again be feen playing; 
W'ile T with m7; Jamie am careleſsly ſtraying, 


-\ud tatting again all the fiycers of the Dee. 


— 


SON G LXVII. 
Arcoa Hoss. 


HE ſpring- time returns, and clothes the 
green plains, Fr 

And Alloa fhines more cheerful and gay; 

The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring 
fwains 0 

Sing merrily round me where-crer I ſtray ; 
But Sandy no more returns to my view z 

No ſpriug- time me cheers, nomuliccan charm z 
He's gone land, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 


Adieu ev ry pleaſure this boſom can charm ! 
H 


J 


© "wioa howe ! how much art thou chang'd ! | 
cio tlent-ho dull to me is cach grove ! 
ine I here wander, where once we hoth rang'd, 
Alas! vhere to plcaſc me my Sandy once {trove, | 
Fierce, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told, 
I Tere lift ned too fond when ever you ſung ; | 
fm I grownlefs fair then, that zou are turn'dcold? 
Or, Soliſh, believ'd a falſg flatter ng tongue ? 


So ſpoke the fair maid, when Sorrow's keen pain, 
And Shame her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſt; 
For Fate, at that moment, brought back her 
dear ſwain, 
Who heard, and my rapture, his Nelly addreſt: 
My Nelly ! my fair, I come, O my love ! 
No pow”r ſhall thee tear again from my arms; 
And, Nelly, no more thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores all thy 


charms. 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro” her ſoft frame, 
And will you, my love, be true? ſhe repiy'd: 


And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame? 


Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride? 
Nelly! I hve to ſee thee ſtill Kind; 

Still true to thy ſwain, and lovely as true: 
Then, adieu to all forrow ; what ſoul is ſo blind 

As not to live happy, for ever, with you ? 


— DEED XS RRC ESSEX .... 
SONG LXVIII. Sung in Cymon. 
HIS cold flinty heart it is you who hare | 


warm'd, | 
on waken'd my Paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; | 
[1 vain againſt Merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
gbat's lite without paſſion, feet peſſion ef love? | 


. 


" _—_ 
ww 
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The froh nips the hud, ard the toe cannot Lien, 
From vouth thut . froitiiipt no rapturts Cal no 
IL. win to lum Eu a Jofurt will Prove : 

V. 1it's life withuut paſſion, fweet paſſion of loss? 


Tke ſpring ſhould be warm, the young Seaſon 
gay, 
Her birds and ker flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
May ; 
Love hleſſes the cottage and fings thro' the grove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet puſũon of love ? 


SONG LXIX. 
Sung inthe Character of Careful inthe Preſs- gang. 


AvcxTzR you're too yourg to marry, 
"Tis too ſoon to be a wife 

Yet a little longer tarry, 

Ere you know the cares of lite. 
Wedlock is a fickle ſtation, 

Sometimes ſweetneſs, ſametimes ſtriie g 
Oh! how creat the alteration, 

"1 wixt the maiden and the wife! 


Love and Courtſhip are but ſtupid, 
Glory has ſuperior charts; 
Mars ſhould triumph over Cuptt, 
When Dellona calls to arms 
As fer you, Sir, de your duty, 
Oh! were I but: yorag again, 
L'd not linger eiter Beauty, 


But go play my part with Spain. 


—ů— 
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SCN © LXXI. 


* 
. * * 3 2 7 4 My = 
Sung by Mr Leoni, in the Engi'm Ope 
AN r 411 238. 


* 
rount mar lee . 


& pwwye * 
ATE, rarted from the ſea, 
« 1 4 fp. 49 Sa P So; £4 
Ras meant view rer 5 C -+ » % 
. - 3-4 x 
- 3 
9 y Oe k 


Tongh, in feanch of] 
258 . — * 

' Ofen, im % * 4 0. . } y { + 3 

1 ** ol * 7 . * * ” 

+ 10 2 0 * 2a be 4: S% & } 13470 
0 . -. 

i, — —KH 2 2 1 21774 9 402 

* 5 +* by «+ + &% . U Ig 


——— ————— —ͤ—i — : 
on - — — — — 


8 Ode LXXII. 


S. by D Arne. In Thomas and Cally. 


- 


S..9 


LI. vou vhowoull wif tofſuccerd witlia laſs 
Lern her- the atuir's to be duns; ö 
Fur, if v 2 Pand folg and ſhy, lid un ol 
You'll loie her as lare es a vun. 


With whining, and fighting, and vows, andall that, 

As far as vou Pleale YOu max run; 
Sh. U liear vou, and iger u, ond GIVE ou a Par, 

But jilt cu, as ſure as 2 pun. 

Lo worſhip, and call her bright godiers tn N f 
But, mark TG the conſetucuce, mum; 

The baggage will think herſelf really di. ine, 
Lud corn you, as fure às à gun. 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, aud faut, 
And no opportunity ſnun: 

She'U tell vou ſhe hates you, and fwear ſhe'Heryout; 
But mum — he's ay furc as a gun. 


— —— 


3ONG LXXIII. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr Hook. * 


Ex vr my ſighs, my tears, my dcar, 
Believe the heart you've won; 
Le Here my vows to You {incer:, 
Ur, P.« gur, I'm undone. 


it 3 


You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to chang? 
At ev'ry * that's new: 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 


I nc'er lov'd one but ycu. 


My heart was ence a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye. 
And then it &indled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true: 
Of all the gicls I ever ſaw, 


I uc'er lov'd one but you. 


SONG LXXIV. 


Sung by Mr Shuter, in Midas. 


What pleaſures will abound, 
When my wife is laid ia ground ; 
Let earth cover her—we'!l dance ever her; 
When my wife is laid in ground. 


O how happy ſhould I be! 
Would little Nyſa pig with me; 

How I'd mumble her—touze, and tumble her: 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 


SONG I. XXV. 


Pur Unx1own or LovE AND WISE. 


ITH women and wine 1 dery ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble ' of air; ; 
For life without theſe, %c. 


1 
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1 
Tach helping the other, in pleaſure I roſt, 


And a nes flow of ipirits enli t eus my foul ; 


Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſuber mortals my maxims condemn, 

[ never fil alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decitae, 

Let em have their own humour, and I will have 
mine. 


Wine predently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
Lis the ſpring-tide of lite, and the fucl of love 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile to divine, 
:\z when Mars bound his kcad with a branch from 


the vine. 


Thea come my dear — thou nymph half- 
divine, 
Uirſt pledge me with Kies, next pledge me with 
wine : 
hen giving and taking, in mutual return, 


The torch of our loves ſnall ete: rally burn. 


But ſhould*& thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleit wich thy love; 
For rather than forfeit tue joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſn my glaſs. 


SONG LXXVL. 


"EAR che ſide of apond, at the foot of a hill, 
A fre:-hearted fellow attends on his mill: 
Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his 
face, 
And Honeſty gives een to Aukwardneſs grace. 


1 80 J 


Beſlour'd with his met} du he lahour and tw; 
Ind regabngy at nicht 145 Hef 23A ning: 
ter heartily ca“, he takes a £1 twin 
Of liquor home-brer'g, to tucorts vt the mill. 


He makes no nice feruples N for his trade. 

For that's an excite to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is free, and his i cone is clear: 

And he values not them of ten theu-and 22h 

He's a freehold fũejent to give bim a votg; 

At c ections be ſcorns to accept of a groat; 

He hates your proud placzinen; and, do what 
they will, 


They ne'er ean ſeluce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and pri-ft, 

Ani Sage 3 that our itate!men do all for the ben; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'cr interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 

He fears the French navy aud commerce incregſe, 

And he withes poor Germany still may have peace: 

Tho' Old England, ke knows may have ilreng gth, 
and have til, 


To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And cer the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with: the {tiff plow turns up furrows .f clay: 
His harvelt is crown'd wit! ood Englich lee, 


That his country may e er be he ppy and free: 
Wich his hand 2nd his b — to King Ccorg does 
he EAI, 


May all loyal ſouls act the Man of the Mill. 


— —ůů—ů— r. — — — 
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SONG LXXVII. 


Sun by Mr Dunſtal, in Love 1x a ViLLAGE. 
Plague of thoſe wenches! they make ſuch 


2 pottery 
VWhen eres they have let'n a man have his will; 
Tucr're ways av hining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkird in kis carriage. 
Vit thet ke peak em reer fo fairly, 
2. Der ut ring, teazing on; 
You cannot x =rrunde ein, 
"1:11 promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
Ther'l tell uu 4 rat it! 
Thee chargcger's blated, they're ruin'd, undone ; 
Avi then, to be fare, Sir, 
There is but one cure, Sir: 


nd a tier diſcourſe is of marriage. 


SONG LXXVIII. 
Sung in The Double Diſappointment, 
VV tiesr ves L'm going. awlall the day long, 


Abroad orat N or ⁊lome in athrong. 
L and that my paſſion's fo lively and ſtrong, 
That voir name, vchen I'm ſilent, runs un: in 
my fon. 
Sing Lalinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Lalinan. e Ora, akifs of ycur f.eet lips for me. 


glue the fir t dne I faw you take no repoſe; 


TAE zu n 1 do 101 Fed bali my woc: 


o 


C 2 1 


Jo hot is the fame in my tofom ich glu we, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thru? my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamonc Ora, 
Your pretty black kar for me. 


In my confc:ence, I fear I ſhail die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will five, 
And grant the petition your lover does creve, 
Who never was free till you made lim your fave. 
az Batinamone Ora, Palnamone Ora, 
7 our pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day, when I mate you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how Fil {trut aud 
I'll ftride ! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


SONG LXXIx. 
Sung in HAx ZH SORCERER» 
Set by Dr Az. 
CME Rogerand Nell, come Simkin and Bell. 


Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To cel ebrate harveit home: 
"T13 Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celehrate harvelt tem 22. hers ryeſt home, 
T. celebrate harve! rone,. 


E 


Our labour is o'er, our barns in full fore 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 

Let each man then take, tor his prong and his rake. 
His can and his laſs in his hand: 


For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be {o happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweetheart or 
ſpouſe, + 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres bids play and keep holliday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


SONG LXXX. 


Sung by Mr Reinhold, in Love in a Village. 


ONS ! Neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle 
like this ; 
Whut harm with a fair- one to toy and to kiſs ? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
Word do the fame thing, were they in the ſame 
place. 


No age, no proſeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſo-ercign Veauty mankind bends the knee: 
That peer, rethttluſe, no ſtrength can oppoſe; 
Ve all love 2 pretty girl—under the roſe. 


— — — —— —P—ää— — — — 
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$ONG LXXXI. 
Sung by Mrs Stephens, in Love in a Village. 


OW happy were my days zul now! 
[ neer did forrow feel; 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird 1 fung, 
Till he pretended lov e, and I 


Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


O! the fool! the ſilly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 


And in my own country. 


SON GG LXXXII. 
Sung by Miis Catley, in Love in a Village. 


Y heart's my own, my will is frec, 
And fo ſhall be my voice : 

No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 

Let parents rule, cry Nature's laws, 
And children ftill obey : 

And is there then no wag clauſc 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 
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3 ON G LXXXIIL 
Sung in the Chaplet, by Mr Vernon. 


USH about the briik bowl, "twill enliven the 
heart 
While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch, who ſits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 

Wharc'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deferves to be reckon'd an als; 
Delerves, &c. 


The beau, who fo ſmart with his well-powder'd 
hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deferves to be reckon'd an aſs ; 
Deſerves, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; | 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horn's of an ox on the aſs ; 

Claps the horns, &c. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his 
„Witch N well fronted Lich braſs, pr 
Tno” he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an als; 
There you, Kc. 
I 


; 
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The formal phyfician, who knows ev*ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 

Pe lick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But Death proves the doctor an afs ; 
But Death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an ais, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs. 


_ $ONG LXXXV. 
Sung by Mr Dibdin, in The Padlock. 


EAR heart! what a terrible life am I led? 
| A dog has a better that's ſheliter'd and fed; 
Night and day *tis the ſame, 
. My pain is dere game; 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 
Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 
Above or below, 
Sirrah, come, firrah, go; 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! Oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


rr EEC EG —— ͤ —— 
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SONG LXXXV. 


Sung in The Chaplet, by Mr Vernon and Mrs: 
Scott. 


Damon. 
OxTExTED all day I will fir by your lide, 
Where poplars far KTretching ofer-arcli the 
cool tide; 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſn and the linnet contend in their ſong; 
The thruth and the linnet contend in their ſong. 


Lava. 
Whilft you are but by me, no danger I wel, 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is nen 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your g Eur may 
pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at caſe; 
For my ſhepherd, &c. 


Damox. 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
The wth of each heart, and the theme of each 
: 
Ne'er vield to the ſwain till he make vou a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life ; 
For he who, &c. 


Laus. 
Le youths, who fear nought but the frowns of 
the fair, 
is yours to rclieve, not add to their care; 
1 nen ſcorn to their ruin aſfiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet Creatures vou” re bern to de- 


Nor Letras, Ke 


- © 
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DvtzrrTo. 
For their honour and faith be our virgins re- 
novn'd ; 
Nor fal ſe to his yows ore yourg ſhepherd be found: 
Be their moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 
To preſerve in their age, what they gain'd in 
their youth ; | 
To preſerve in their age, what they gain'd in 
their youth. 


SONG LXXXVI. 


Jenny Ax p NAxxx. 
Sung by Mrs Arne, at Rax zLAchn. 
Set by Dr Axxr. 


crown, 

Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 

E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe. 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Let no new whim take thy fancy from me : 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen? 

Can lofing of trifles a heart-aching be? 

Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thor 
een, 

That look with diſdain on unfortunate me? 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile purrot to me: 


HEN innocent paſtimes our pleaſure did 


> 


nat . Þ ak. 
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Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thce, 


O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 

That flid away ſoftly between thee and me; 

E'er ſquirrels, and beans, and their fopp'ry had 
wr 

To rival my love and impoſe upon thee. 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 

Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


SONG IXXXVI. 
UnDtrx THE Ros. 
Jung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall- Gardens. 
Set by Mr Potter. 
AST Midſummer eve, as I paſa'd thro” the 


grove 

I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of Love; 
My heart was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a kiſ— but *twas under the roc. 


dhe ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply d, with a frown, 
Don't fancy, young fwain, I'll be kiſe'd by a 
„clown; 
I'm caurted by young Strephon—— ſee yonder 
he gocs ;?? 
Still I gave her a kiſs—but *twas under the roſe. 
13 
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te Come, come, deareſt charwer,” I tenderly cry'd, 
« I care not for Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd, 

« He's falſe to young Phillis ; he very well knows, 
«© My heart is right ſt, tho” under the roſe.” 


If Strephon be falſe, what has Phillis to do?“ 

(She anſwered in anguith )* No men ſure are true.” 
O yes, my dear girl; (I reply'd) don't ſuppoſe 
« But Damon 1s conſtant, tho? under the roſe.” 


1 If you love me, (ſhe cry'd) here then freely I 
40 give a 
«« My heart and affeQion as long as IL live.” 

I led her to church, and ſhe does not fu 

But Damon is conſt ant, tho? under the ruſe. 


SONG LXXXVIII. 
Apvick ro Myza. 
Set by Mr Bates. 


See it, Myra, know it well, 

That love has reach'd your heart ; 
For what your tongue denies to tell, 

Your willing eyes impart. 
When Damon wreſtles on the green, 

Vour looks vour paſſion prove; 
For in your eyes is plainly ſeen 

The partial joy of love. 


When Suky gave her lily han 
To Damon in the vale, 


3 
Say, could you then your fears command, 


Did not vour cheek turn pate ? 


Ceaſe then, dear maid, to tcaze the youth, 


But plainly own your flame, 
For love confifts of honeſt trut!:, 
And will itſelf proclaim. 


SONG LXXXIX. 


Set by Mr Bach. 
N this ſhady bleſ retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my dear; 
Hark ! I hear his welcome fect 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 


"Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to Love's appointed hour ; 
Joy and Peace now ſmile again, 


Love, I own thy mighty power. [ DaCape. 


SONG XC. 


Sung by Mrs Pinto. 
Set by Mr Arnold. 
F tis joy to wound a lover, 


How much more to give him caſe ; 
When his paſſion we diſcover, 


Oh how pleaſing tis to pleaſe. 


The bliſs returns, and we receive 
Tranſports greater than we give. [Da Caps. 
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SONG Xl. 


INC E every charm on earth combine 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs dar, 
My heart was lively, blithe, and gar, 
Cou'd ſport with every nymph but ſhe 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 
That death muft be my hapleſs fate, 
If love and you do not agree 
To ſet me at my liberty. 


Now to the darkſome woods I reve, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 

And envy every clown I ſee 
Enjoying the ſweets of liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy traia, 
And every idle care diſdain; 

We'll live in ſweet tranquillity, 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 


SONG XCII. 
Tarow THE Woop Lapnis. 


SANDY, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mours ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When nacthing can pleaſe me: 


— 4 
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Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou retura. 


Tho'woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpriuging; 

Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 


When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 
Pm faſh'd wi their ſeorning, 
Baith ex'ning and morning: 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart w' a knell, 
When — the wood, laddie, I wander myſel'. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in langour till that happy day, 

When throw the wood, laddie, — ' bun fling, 
and play. 


SONG XClII. 
Sung by Mrs Baddely, at Vauxhall. 
Y Jockey was the blitheT lad, 


That, ever maiden woo'd ; 
When he appears, my heart is glad. 
For he is kind and good. 

IT2 talks of Tove, whenc'er we mect, 
His words with rapture flow ; 
Then tunes his pipe, and fings fa fret, 

+ have nut pow'r to gu. 
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All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 

At every fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 

He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair; 

No ſwain was cver half ſo true, 


Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing ſcar, 
If Jockey is but by, 
For I alone am all kis care, 
When any danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed, next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for liſe; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
To be young Jockex's wife? 


SONG XCIV. 
Taz Bairrsn Fling, 
Sung by Mrs Arne, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr Axxx. 


HCEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriit's call repair, 
And the firings to rapture ſtraining. 
Come, and praiſe the Britiih fair. 


Chieſs throughout the land victoriaus, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 


Till commanded by the fair. 


—— — 
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All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of Art prepare 

Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Farour'd by the Britith fair. 


SONG XCV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr Samuel Howard. 


HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 
In what ſecret grove or cave? 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 

From the youag, the gay, the brave ; 
Tho? with prudith airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 

Whereſoe'er tie damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If Diſcretion guide us net) 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome fubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart or gains the ear. 
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© Diſcretion! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mammas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fewel, 


Always careful and awake. 4 
Would you keep your pearls from 8 


Weigh the — weigh the banns 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


SONG XCvVI. 
A Baccnanatitian Sons. | 


From Fawkes's AnACKRION. 


Set by Mr Yates. 


| | 7 » Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilarates my ſoul 

With the raptures of the bowl. 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; 

Then I feel in fparkling wine, 
Tranſports delicate, divine. 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 
Song ts and beauty charms: 1 
Debonnair, and light, and gay, 

Thus I dance the away. 


And as they raiſe the tip to their happy lip, 


1 


SONG XCIV. 


OW happy are we, when the wind is abaft 
And the boatiwain he pipes, hawl both ou 
ſheets aft ? 
Steady, ſteady, ſays the maſter, it blows a freſl 
ez 
We'll — reach our port, boys, if the wind doc: 
not far. 
Then drink about Tom, altho? the ſhip roll, 
We'll fave our rich liquor by ſlinging our boul. 


SONG XCV. 


Tur BoatTswain's WHisTLE. 


IFE is chequer d toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various — an 
See the crew, in flannel-jerkins, 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins ; 


On the deck is heard no other ſound, 
But, Pr'ythee Jack, pr'ythee Dick, pr'ythee Sam, 
pr'ythee Tom, 


Let the cann go round. 


CHORUS. 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiftle, whiſtle, 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiſtle; 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, brave boys; 
Let us ſtir, let us toil, 
n . — let's drink all the while, 
or ur's the price of our joys, 
For labour's the — of our — 
K 
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Life is cheauer'd, &c. | 
Hark, the crew, with ſun- burnt faces, b 
Chaating black-ey'd Sufan's graces; 1 

And as they raiſe the notes, throꝰ their ruitythroats, | 
On the deck, &c. 1 


Life is chequer'd, &c. ! 
Hark, the crew their cares diſcarding, 
With huſfsle-cap, or with-chuck-farthing : 
Still in a merry pin, whether they loſe or win. 


On the deck, &c. 


SONG XCVI. 11 
Dr'ix TAKE THE Wass. 


DF” take the wars that hurried Billy from 
— . 

Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 

They made him captain ſure to undo me; 
Woe's me ! he'll ne'er return. 

4 A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 

N He from thouſands ne*cr will run: 

* Day and night I did invite him, 

4 To ftay at home from fword and gun. 


I us'd alluring 
With muckle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my foit arms, 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 
Br love grown mad, without the man of God, 
1 fear in m St I had granted all. 


* 


1 


lwach'd au. pat eh d, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the mea, 

Aud on my head a huge commude tat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; 

For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flow'rs did mine: 

My love well might thiuk me gay aud bouny, 
No Scots laſs was e'cr ſo fine. 


My petticoat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knottei, 
Lace · ſliocs and ſilk hoſe, garter full over knee; 
But, oh! the fatal thought, 
To Billy cheſe are nought; 
Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons, 
Vheu he, lilly lon, might have plunder'd me. 


SONG C. 
„ Jamit Gar. 


8 Jamie Gay gang'd blyth his way 
Along the river Tweed, 

A bonny laſs, as c'er was ſeen, 
Came tripping o' er the mead: 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 

And full of glcc, as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſie tell, why by thine fell 
Taou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 
My ewes, ſac cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Can'ſt tell ge, laddie, where: 
K 2 
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To town I hy, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſce; | 
But thou'rt fo ſweet, fo trim and neat, 
I' feex the ewes with thee. 


She gave her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 

Q”cr hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went. 

The birds ſang {weet, the pair to greet, 
And flow'rs bloom'd all around: 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
Ard joys which lovers crown'd. 


[ 
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| And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 

F The zenith of his power, 

#1 When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour. 

The bonny lad row'd in his plaid 
The laſs, who fcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. 


— — . — — 


0 0 CL. 
By Dr Pracrv. 


Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 
Nor iigh to leave the flaunting town: 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
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Sar, can'ſi thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy! when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a with behind? 
Say, can'ſt thou face the parching ray, 

Nor ſhrink before the wintry wind ? 
O can that ſoft and gentle mein 

Extremes of hardihip learn to bear, 
Nor ſad regret each courtly fcene, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy! canſt thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils keen with me to go, 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe ? 
Sav, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Win thou aſſume the nurſc's care, 
Nor wiftful thoſe gay ſcenes recal 
Where thou wert faircit of che fair ? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 
And cheer with fmiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Strew flowers and drop the tender tear; 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes fo gay, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the 2 
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By J 
SONG CI. 
Sung by Mrs Mattocks, in The Maid of the Mill 


ITH the Man that I love, was I deſtin'd 
to dwell, 

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 

Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 

More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 


Let the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpire, 
| To what folly efteems, and the vulgar admire:; 


I vield them the blifs where their v chenare plac'd; 
Inſcuſible creatures! *tis all they can taſte. 


SONG CI. 
Sung by Mr Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
H! had I been by Fate decreed, 


Some humble cottage fwaiu, 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
Ny flocks upon the plain; 


What blifs had J been born to tafte, 
Which now I ne'er mutt know; 
Ye envious pow 'rs! why have ye plac'd 


My fair one's lot fo low? 


| 


. — —  — — ———— ——————————— — — 
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SONO CIV. ay 


I. Young Cori. 


0 Sung by Mrs Vincent. 
7OUNG Colin was the bonnick ſwain 


: That ever pip'd on flus'ry ms 
: Cr danc'd upon the lee: 
Ihe wanton kid, in gameſome round, 
Lhat frolics o'er the flow'ry ground, 
Was not ſo blithe as he. 


d; Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, 
You'd think you heard the nightingatc, 
Whene'er he rais'd his voice: 
But, zh. the youth was all deceit, 
His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſuccerded choice. 


The maidens ſung, in willow- 

Ot Colin's falfe and perjur'd loves; 

| Here Jenny told her woes; 

| And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, 

Whoſe cheeks like dying lilies look, 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe. 


Unhappy fair, my words believe, 

50 {hall your ſwain your hopes deceive, 
And leave you to deſpair : 

Ere he diſcloſe his fickle 6.54 

Change prſt yourſelves, for, ah! you find 
Falſc Colins every where. 


— — äWů. 
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SONG CV. ' * 
Tur DisayrpointmENT. 


Sung by Mr Hudſon. 


E ſhepherds, give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my theep ; . 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my ally reprove; 
She was fair —and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmi'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, | 
That a nymph ſo complete would be fought | 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah! Love ev'ry hope can inſpire, | 
It baniſkes Wiſdom the while ; | 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for cv r adurn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witaeti3 the woes [ endure, 
Let Reaſon initruct you to hun 

What it caunot iuſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how y< liter in vain 

Amid nympha ot an higher degree: 
It is not for mz to explaiu 


How fair and ho fickle they be. 


O ye woods! ſpread your branches àapace, 
To your dzepett receiles IH; 


„ 
I would hide with the beaſts of the chace; 


I would vaniſh from ev'ry eye. 
Yet my reed ſtall refourd through the grove, 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun, 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone. 


i — — 


SONG cx. 


WR means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that cryital tear ? 
That jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where Love and Peace delight to reſt; 

What tho” thy Jocky has been ſeen 

With Molly fporting on the green ; 

"Twas but an artful trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


Tis true a noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt; 

But 'twas at her deſire, to try 

I? Damon caſt a jealous eye. 

Tizfe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn ; 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies 


A twect perfume that never dies. 


I . : —.—..8˖„̃᷑..kk.ñß3;v ——.. 


SONG CVII. 


OLD you gueſe, for I ill can repeat. 
The ſenſation I'm deſtin'd to prove: 

"tis fomething than friendihip more ſwret, 
More paſſionate even than love. | 
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Tor ever, when abſent from von. 
Pale Echo returns my fond ſighe; 
But when haply your beauties I view, 

On my lips the faint utterance dies. 


This the ſecret I had to betray ; 
And the fate of my paſſion is ſuch, 


That in what I was prompted to far, 
Methinks I have utter'd too much. 


SONG CVIIL 
Tart Lass or HowGar:. 


Tount—The bonnieſt laſs in a' the war!.l. 


RAE Peebles town as I did pa!s 
To where Edina riſes, 
Twas then I ſpy'd this lovely lafs, 
Whoſe every charm ſurpriſes. 


Awake, awake, thou rural reed 
That charm'd the braes of Yarrow : 
Forego a while thy dear lov'd Tweed. 
To chaunt this matchleſs marrow. 


Her raven-locks, her ſparkling een 
Of luve that ſp-al: and pleafure ; 
Her cheek that bears the roſe's ſnecu. 
Her mouth its fragrant treaſure. 


Wi' pearl and gold let ladies crowa 
Uk ſoul-ſubduing feature, 

Fair Nature's laviſh hand alone 
Adorns tius blooming creature. 


— 


CF } 


'Tho* Pope to ſing his Molly Mog 
Thought not below his duty, 

To this Erect maid the roſy rogue 
Would yield the prize of beauty. 


Go then, my ſang, and tell each ſwain 
The Howgate-inn that paſſes, 
That Beauty there enjoys her reign 


In this flow'r of Lothian laſſes. 


_—_— —————————— YI Yn —_—_—_—_____w—__m_—_— 


SONG CIX. 
OxrorDsHIiRE Naxcy BEewiTtTcH'D. 
By Mr Garrick. 


Set by Mr Shlield. 
HO” I'm ſlim, and am young, and was live- 


ly and fair, 
cory fing a ſweet ſong, and in others kil care, 
Vet I'm ſurely bewitch'd, for I can't drive away 
What makes me fo reſtleſs by night and by day. 
In vain I lex my poor 

To find out the grief, 

But alas no relief! 
Heigho! what can be the matter with Nancy ? 


With my head on my pillow I ſeek for repoſe, 
Which comes to the wretched, and ſoftens their 


But kerle, thoꝰ blameleſs, I ſigh throꝰ the night; 
And the day can't relieve me, tho' ever ſo bright. 
In vain I perplex, &c. 
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So evil a ſpirit that haunts a poor maid, 
By the grave ſons of phyſic can never be laid; 
If a youth vers'd in magie would take me in hand, 
I'm fure of a cure, if he waves but his wand. 

In vain I perplex, &c. 


A young Oxford ſcholar knows well my fad caſe, 
For he look'd in my eyes, and read over my face; 
90 learned he talk'd, that I felt at my heart, 
He mult have great ſkill in the magical art. 

In vain I perplex, &c. 


O ſend for this ſcholar, and let him preſcribe, 
He'll do me more good than the medical tribe; 
Then the roſe with the lilly again ſhall appear, 
And my heart, now fo keavy, dance thro” the whole 
year; 
No more I'll perplex my poor fancy 
To find out the grief, 
For he'll ſoon bring relief, 
Heigho! he knows what's the matter with 
Nancy! 


© i 


8 
C 
E 
f 
I 
1 
1 


SONG cx. 
Sung by Mr Banniſter in The Summer Amuſement | 


: 


n 


O high, go low, in ex'ry ſtate, 
The ſailor's heart is true. 


In adverſe, or in proſp'rous fate, 
He joins the crew : , 
Then toiling early, watching late, | 
Defends his king and country's cauſe, 7 
In hopes to be, | 
When come from ſea, a 


Chear'd with applauſe. 
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At home, when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng : 
Or when care finks his ſpirits down, 
Her endearing ſmile 
Rewards his toil, 
And greets his fav'rite ſong. 
Co high, &c. 


So when the nuptial knot is ty'd, 
Our friendſhip cloſer will cement; 
Each morn you'll hail my blooming bride, 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 
I'll graſp the hand that made her mine, 
To Beis ſcenes my hours reſign, 
While all the wonted ftrain ſhall join, 
Go high, go low, &c. 


SONG cx! 
Taz Sr4$08 For Love. 


By Mr CunninGcyan. 
F Nint. my dear ſhepherds, your flowrets 


are gay, 
They breathe all their feet in the ſunſhine of 


Ys 
But hang down their heads when December 
draws near ; 


The winter of life is like that of the year. 

The larks and the linnets that chaunt o'er the 
22 

244 in love white the (ommer remains; 
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Their ſweethearts in autumn no longer are dear: 
The winter of life is like that of the year. 


The ſeaſon for love is when youth's in its prime, 
Ve lads and ye laſſes make uſe of your time; 
The froſt of old age will too quickly appear; ] 


The winter of life is like that of the year. 


SONG CXIL 
Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village. 


_— Hodge proves ungrateful, no further 
Ill ſeek, | 

But to town in the waggon next week : 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And Regiſter's office will get me a place. 


Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoom met with a 
friend ; 

Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 

Then why ſhould not I the fame maxim purſue, 

And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 


SONG CXIII. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, in Cymon. 


OU gave me laſt week a young linnet, I! 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; : 

Yet how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Oh how did it flutter and rage ! | 
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Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 
That his wings were conin'd, 
Tin I open'd the door of his den; 
ne, Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, 
| He came to his cage back again. 


SONG CXIV. 


Far DoLLy ru Coox. 

Written by Mr Cawortt, and ſung by him in 
the character of Coxrorar Train, in the Fu- 
neral of Sir Richard Steele. 

ner 


O0 ! Lovely Dolly, fat and ſleek, when ſtand- 
ing by the fire, 

Her ſhining neck aud greaſy cheek inflam'd my 

fond defire : 
But when the kitchen fire ſhe ſtirr'd, ſhe ſcorch'd 
| my very liver; 

A.ad as the mutton turn'd, I burn'd, we roaſted 

both together. 

Ko partridge, pheaſant, cock, or hare could come 

within the larder, 

Zut Corporal Trim was fure to ſhare ; twas that 
made me regard her : 

d then a ſop i” the pan ſo ſweet, ſo nice, fo 
brown, and fav'ry 

Tnat tho' my lord the mutton eat, twas Trim 


| got all the gravy. 
Ho oftendid I fighand pine, when ſhe has ftirr'd 
a pudding, = 


To fee her put her ſpice and wine, and other mat- 
ters good in; 
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But when the plumbs ſhe pick d and elean d, poor 


Trim was ſure to rue it, 


And as the mutton-fat ſhe ſkin'd, I curs'd the 


plumbs and ſuet. 

A fire ſhe's made within my breaſt, without the 
help of fuel; a 

A cali's head on my ſhoulders plac'd, my ſoul i; 
water gruel. 

Would but Pythag'ras ſet me free from a life of 
melancholly, 

A little turnſpit dog I'd. be, and turn the wheel 
for Dolly. 


SONG CXV. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally. 


Sct by Dr Azxe. 2 


HE May-day of life is for pleaſure, 

: For finging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 

In fighting, and crying —Heigho ! 


* 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
By her's tune your pipe when tis low : 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never ũt crying Heigho! 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I Know, 
Ibat, ere all our toying is over, | 
We cannot help eryving—Iicigho! 
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Ia age e ry one a new part takes; 
I nud to my forrow ' tis ſo: 
When old, vou may cry till your heart aches, 
the And no one will mind you—Heigho ! 


1 SONG CXVI. 
bi Grurzer Damon. 
9 By the Qukkx. 
ce 


ENTEEL is my Damon, engaging his air, 
His face, like the morn, 1s buth ruddy and 

= fair, 

Soft love fits enthron'd in the beam of his eyes, 

He's manly yet tender, he's fond and yet wiſe. 


He's ever good kumour'd, he's gen'rous and gay, 
His preſence can always drive ſorrow away: 

No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen, 

But opeu his temper, and noble his mien. 


By virtue illumin'd his actions appear, 

His paſſions are calm, and his reafon is clear : 
An affatle ſweetneſs attends on his ſpeech, 
He's willing to learn, tho” he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me—his word I'll believe, 
For his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive ; 
Then. blame me, ye fair ones, if juſtly ye can, 
Since the picture I've drawn is exactly the man. 
— —  —_—_—— -—-—= 
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SONG CXVII. 


IiE buſy crew the fails unbending. 
The ſhip in harbour ſaſe arriv'd; 
Jack Oakum, all kis perils ending, 
Had reach'd the port where Kitty liv'd 


His rigging, no one dar'd attack it, 
Quite tight and trim above, below, 
Long-quarter'd ſhces, check'd ſhirt, bluc jachct. 
And trowſers like the driven ſnow. 


His honeft heart with pleaſure glowing, 
He flew like lightning to the fide, 
Scarce had he been a boat's length rowing, 

Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


A ſtreaming pennant gaily fluttcr'd 
From her ncat made hat of ſtraw; 
Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, 
It was her failor that ſhe ſaw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While, fecure all alarms, 

Swift as a ball from a nine , 
They dart into each others arms. 


SONG CXVIII. 


HEN Jeffy ſmil'd, her lovely look 
My wand'ring heart a pris'ner took, 
And bound it with fo ſtrong a chain, 

I ne'cr expect it back agata, 
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en, Jelly, treat a captize true 
With gentle uſage—'tis its due: 
I: pants for thee alone: 
"Then take it Kindly to thy breaft, 
And give the weary wand” rer reſt, 
nd keep it near thy own. 


SONG CXIX. 


Farurx Pavr. 
Tus The duſky night, &c. 


ET grave divines preach up dull rules, 
And moral w:t refine ; 4 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchools, [ 
We friars hold divine. | 
Here's a health to father Paul, here's a health to 
father Paul; ; 
For flowing bowls inipire the ſouls of jolly friars * 
all. | 


— 
— — ————ñ—q.t ĩ4 ——v—¼ — 


When in the convent we're all met, 
We lavgh, we joke, we ſing; 
Affairs divine we ſoon forget, 
Since Father Paul's our king. 
Here's a health, &c. 


Here abſolution you'll receive, 
Ye blue ey'd Nuns ſo fair; 
And benediction we will give, 

So baniſh all your care. 
Here's a health, &c. 


11 
With beads and crofs, we hold divine, 


We pray, with fervent zeal, 
To jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Who does our joys reveal, 


Here's a health, &c. 
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May ev'ry Friar pleaſe his Nun, | 
Each Num her Friar pleaſe; | 
Long may they all enjoy the fur 
With rapture and with eaſe: | 
Here's a health, &c. * 


Then fill your glaſſes, ſons of mirth, 
Let Friars be the toait ; 
Leng may they all exiſt on earth, 
And Nuns their order boaſt. 
Here's a health, &c. 


SON G CXX. 


Cori TarvmprHaANT. 


OWS the time for mirth and glce, | 
Sing and love, and laugh with me; ö 

Cupid is my theme of ſtory, | 

*Tis his Godſhips praiſe and glory 

How all yield unto his law. 

Ha, ha, ha, Ea, ba, ha. 


O'er the grave and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play: 

He makes heroes quit their glory, 
He's the god moſt fa m'd in tory ; 
Bending then unto his law, 


Ha, ha, ha, ba, ha, ha. 
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Sly the urchin deals bis darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts: 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes and faihions. 
Firmly fix'd 1s Cupid's law, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, la. 


Vou may doubt theſe things are true; 
But they're facts twixt me and you: 
Then ye men and maids be wary 
How you meet before you marry. 
Cupid's will is folely law, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


SONG CXXI. 


Bairisu Arms TaicmpnaNst. 


Or D'Eſtaing's Defeat at Savannah. 


ARK ! from o'er the weſtern main, 
Fame exulting fpreads her wing; 
Brirons catch the welcome ſtrain, 
And, fir'd with joy, this chorus fing : 
CHORUS. 

Proud the Gallic Cock wes grown; 
But that pride is now come down ; 
Hritiſh valour cuts his comb, 


And drives the traitor bleeding home. 


Polling o'er the raging ſea, 
Came the proud inſulting foe ; 
Vowing in his wrath, that he 
Would ſtrike a deep and deadly blow. 
Proud the Gallic, &c. 
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Jo menaces fore unknown, 
This was ev'ry vet'ran's cry : 
Sooner than give up the town, 
Before the walls we'll bravely die. 
Proud the Gallic, &c. 


Now the balls from ramparts play ; 
A dreadful e ſoon appears: 
But lo! the famous Count gives way, 

For low were laid his 
Proud the Gallic, &c. 


Manfully the brave Prevoſt 
Gallia's boaſted chief fell on; 
Stript the laurel from his brow, 
And fix'd the branch upou his own. 
Proud the Gallic, &c. 


SONG CXXII. 


E humdrums who ſigh all your lifetime away, 
Without the kind warmth of briſk * $ 


ray, | 
With whining and pining, look thin as a rat, 
Accept the fweet balſam of Laugh and be fat. 


Of excellent virtue, tis well knowu to cure 

Moſt ills that the body and mind do endure ; 

”T will m__ you look healthful and freſh as a 
prat, 

When once acquainted with Laugh and be fat. 


The miſer he frets, tho' immenſe is his tore, 
And pines becauſe: Fortune has given av more: 


— — „„ 
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He's never contented, but always wou'd ſcrat, 
While we merry fellows to laugh and be fat, &c. 


Now come ye briſk ſouls and aſſiſt me to draw, 
And lengthen the chorus of Ha, ha, ha; 

Tho? Fortune may frown, what care we for that, 
For ſtill we're reſolved to Laugh and be fat, &c. 


SONG CXXIII. 


Y ſhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain, 
While in forrow behind I am forc'd to re- 
main; 


Tho? blue bells and vi' lets the hedges adorn, 


Tho' trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 


thorn ; 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jocky's a- 
way; 
Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Haile, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again, 


When lads and their lafſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and they 


chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee ; 
Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not 
there; 
No pleafure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 
It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis d he would in a fortnight be here; 


— 
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On fond expectation my withes I'll feat, 


For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hafte : 
Then farewell each care, and adieu each vain ſigli, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I, 

I'n fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


SONG CXXIV. 
AxxA. A favourite Iriſh Song. 


Sung by Miſs Catley. 


Hzengadbe, I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna, 
Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banana : 


I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood-ſhade, and fountain. 


Never ſhall I fee them more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning : 


Whither is my charmer flown, 


Shepherds tell me whither, 
Ah! woes me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever and for r. 


- 
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SONG CXXV. 


Axaczzon on HimsgLy. 
Set by Mr Baildou. 
. HEN I drain the roſy bow! 


DW... as 


SON GC CXXVI. 
AARISTIPPUS, THE FRIEND TO Max IB. 


Sung by Mr Vernon at Vauxhall, 1780. 


ET care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul, 
Who, Ariſtippus like, can his paſſions con- 
troul; 
Of viſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 
Who attentive to gaſe, let his paſſions be free. 
"Fae prince, peer, or peaſant to him were the ſame, 
For, pleas'd, he was pleaſing to all where he 
came; 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life, 
All the days of his life, 
All the days of his life, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his friend, 

And the peace of his mind was his ultimate end: 

He found fault with none, if none found fault 
with him; 

If his friend had a humour, he humour'd his 


whim : 


If wine was the word, why he bumper'd his glaſs; 


If love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs ; 
But ill turn'd, &c. 


If councils diſputed, if councils agreed, 

He found fault with neither ; for this was his 
creed, 

That, let them be guided by Folly or Senſe, 

Twou'd be /emprr calem an hundred years hence: 


| 


„ 


He thonght 'twas unſocial to be mal-c nut, 
If the tide went with kim, with the t:dc tou ble 
went: 


But ſtill tura'd, &c. 


Was the nation at war, he wiſh'd well to thc 
| ſword ; 

If peace was concluded, a peace was his word : 

Diſquiet to him, of body or mind, 

Was the longitude only he never could find: 

The philoſopher's ſtone was but gravel and pain, 

Aud all who ſought it, had ſought it in vain. 
He ſtill turn'd, &c. 


Then let us all follow Ariſlippus' rules, 
And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 
Let thoſe not conteated to lead or to drive, 
By the bees of their ſects be drove out of their 
hive, 
Fxpell'd from the manſions of quict and eaſe; 
May they never find out the bleſt art how to 
pleaſe, | 
Wutle our friends and ouriclves, not forgetting 
our wives, 
By theſe muxims, may live all the days of our 
lives, 
All the days ct cur Eves, 
All the days er cur lives, 
Dy theſe mazime, may live all the days cf our 
Lv. 
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SONG Cxxvii 


Tux Murnenny Tart. 
Set by Mr Dibdin. 


332 this fair goblet, twas carv'd from 
the tree, 
* my ſweet Shakeſpear, was planted 
y Tnee ; 

As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield bs the mulberry tree ; 

Bend to thee 

Blefs'd mulberry ; 

Matchleſs was he 

That plantcd thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhal: bc. 


Ye trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, 


Who fprezd round your branches, whoſe heads | 


ſweep the ſky ; 
Ye curious exctics, whom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices fo dear: 
All ſhall yicld, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaft, 
Preferv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt: 
Of the fir we make ſhips; there are thoufands 
that fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpear can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle how'rs, 
Pomone in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow''rs : 
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The garden of Stmakeſpear all fancies will ſuit, 
With the frcetelt of flow'rs, and the faireſt of 
fruit. 
U frail yield, &c. 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 
birch 
Supplies law and pliyſic, and grace for the chureh; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpear we find, 
He gives the beſt phyfic for body and mind. 
All ſhall vield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree: 

From him and lus merits this takes its degree ; 

Give Fhebus and Bacchus their laur I and vine, 

The tree of our Shakeſpear is ſtill more divinc. 
All ſhall yicld, &c. 


As the genius of Shakeſpear outſhines the briglit 
day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has the laurel and bays, aud the vine all in onc. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be ; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 


Bend to thee . 
Bleſs'd mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thon, like him, immortal ſhalt be. 
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SON GG CXXVIII 
A Scors CasNTarta. 


Set by Dr Boyce. 


Jeany took pleaſure to deny him! lang: 
le thougiit her ſcorn came frac a heart unkind; 
* nich gart him in deſpair tune up tliis fag, 
O bonny laſſie, fince 'tis tae, 
That Im de ſpis'd by thze, 
J hate to live: but, oh! I'm wac 
And unxo ſweer to die. 
Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours 
[ thole by your diſdzin: 
Ah! thould a breait fie faft as yours 
Contain a heart of itauc ? 


Theſe tender notes did a her pity move; 
With melting heart ſhe liſten'd to the boy; 
O'ercome, ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her love; 
He in return thus ſung his riling joy: 


Hence frae my breaſt contentiaus Care, 
ve've tint the pow'r to pine; 

My Jeany' s good, my Jeany's fair, 
Ar: a' her ſweets are mine. 

Spread thine arms, and give me fouth 
Or dear enchanting blifs ; 

A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gies heav'n with ilka kiſs. 


— . ED —- ———-— —̃ (j— 


LATE Johny faintly teld fair Jean his mina; 
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SONG CXXIX. 
Met young Damon t'other Day ; 


Aud near me as he drew, 
No ſwain, methought, cer look'd fo gay; 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


With ardent blifs my lips he preſt: 
Pray, what could Phillis do? 

I frown'd—but oaly frown'd iu jeſt; 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new z 

Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above; 
nd vow'd that all was truc. 


My boſom throbb'd, I knew not whr, 
As ſtill more fond he grew: 
Uliſten'd to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word *tis true. - 


Let Damon now be bleſt,“ he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 
- His freedom vain I ſtrove to abit ; 3 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; 
For now I found what Damon meant, 


And all he ſaid was true. 
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SONG CXXX. 
Tar OI or ExGTIsU Lizar. 
The Words by G. A. Stevens. 
Sung by Mr Hudſon. 


O0 NC ** gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial 
alt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaſting : 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing : ) 
On cach iu the ſynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove 
He ſung, repartecd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jore. 


« Sire! Atlas, who long has the nniverſe bore, 
; « Grows grieviouſly tired of late; 
« He ſays, that mankind are much worſe than 
4 before, 
« So he begs to be cas'd of their weight.” 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball. 
Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the 
orld, 


w 
Aud ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 


round, | 
To fee what each climate was worth; 
Like a diamond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 
Aud ſhe variouſly planted the earth: 
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With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyardstorear; 

What ſuitedeachclime, oneachclime ſhe beſtow d, 
And Fxzzpom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The blofſoms of LiserTyY *gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n. 
We will while we've breath, nay, we'll graſp it 
in death, 
Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


SONG CXXXI. 
Sung by Mr Lope, at Marybone- Gardens, 
Set by Mr Lampe. 


1 ſun like any — + ng gays 
Roſe to ſalute the 


The flow'rets haiPd the birth of May, 
And birds began to ling ; 

When Damon tript it o'er the plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win 

But at the window tapt in vain, 


She would not let him in. 


Beſide the manfions where the great 
Frum gloriou s feats retir'd, 
The Druids vs to ccicbrate 
+ be virtucs tacy admir'd: 


— 
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Lore whiſper'd then in Damon's ear, 
And bade his ſong begin; 
And thus he ſung to pleate the fair, 


In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet is ſong, the maiden roſe, 
In rural, plain attire ; 

And like the genial ſcaſon glows 
With thrilling ſoft delice ; 

But, angry like, by love controul'd. 
Cry'd, thepherd, why this din? 

Why wake me thus? I've often told 
Ine er would let you in. 


The fair one in his arms he pre??, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er; 
And who, with honour in his breatt, 
Could then have thought on more ? 
To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of fin, 
And now the hails the happy time 
When firft ſhe let him iu. 


SONG CXXXII. 

Cori and PuitLis, a Paſtoral Dialogue, 
Sung in The Azxcapian Nueriars. 
Coun, 

H hark! o'er the plains what glad 


turwits we hear 


How gay all the nymplu and che ihepherdsoppcar! 
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With my-tles aud roſcs new deck'd are the bowꝰ'rs, 

Aud every bulk bears a garland of flow'rs. 

I can't, for my lite, what it means underſtand : 

"Merc's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 

Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhecring now can take 
place [ Phillis enters. 

But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſc. 


PariLlLis. 

The truth, honeſt lad !—why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, fo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the fiſter of Corin, our Lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and 

eaſe, 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all judgments can pleaſe; 
That Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter gixe o'er ; 
You know what he is—and I need fay no more. 


Cor ix. 
Young Thyrſis too elaims all that honour can lend. 
His countrymen's glory, their champion and 
friend, 
Tho' ſuch ſlight memoriĩals ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts; 
And, truit me, his name is ergrav'd ou their hearts. 


ParLLis. 
But hence to the bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Each ſkepherd conducting his ſweetheart along : 
The joyous occation all nature inſpires 


V'ith tender affections and chearful detires. 


DvuzTTo. 
Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
All-gracious look down on the bridegroom and 
bride, 
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Tnat beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceafing attend them thro* numerous days; 
And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 

Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


SONG CXXXIII. 
A PasTtorAL SoxG. 
Sung at Ranelagh, by Mr Hudſon, 
Set by Mr Battiſhill. 


WW": ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 

Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 

Since Phœbe no | is here ? 
My flocks, if at random they ftray, 

What wonder, if the's from the plains ? 
Her hand they were wont to obey : 

She ruPd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I ever forget how we {tray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There, ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ftories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold? 


How oft” would I ſpy out a charm, 
Which, before, had been hid from my view! 


— 
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And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteit would laſt | 
Till the hours cf retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, - 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beft. 


No changes of place or of time 

I felt when my fair-one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In Winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the bofom of May ; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſc, 

| If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could atk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart z 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair and the envy of Art : 
There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt ; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaft. 


_ 


SONG CXXXIV. 
LY, Care, to the winds; thus I blow thee 


away, 

I'll drown thee in wine, if thou darꝰſt for to ſtay: 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits I'll raiſe; 
ll laugh and I'll fing all the reſt of my days. 


God Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 
And infpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports 
unknown ; 
N 


BW. xo 


The fparbling liquor a new vigour ſupplies, 
And makes the uymph kind, who before was t90 


wiſe. 


Then dull ſober mortals! be happy as me; 
Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 
Will open your eyes to ſce Phillis? charms, 


And her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly ſoon to 


Your arms, 


SONG CXXXV. 
PasToORA, A CanTaTA. 


ReciTaTive. 
N fam'd Arcadia's flow'ry plains, 
The gay Paſtora was heard to fling, 
Cloſe by a fountain's chryſtal fpring 
She warbled out her merry ſtrains. 


Aix. 
Shepherds, wou'd you hope to pleaſe us, 
You mult ev'ry humour try; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 
Soft denials are but trials, 
You mult follow when we fly. 


RecitTaTive. | 
Damon, who long ador'd this ſprightly maid, 
Yet never dar'd his love relate, 
Reſolv'd at laſt to try his fate; 
He $zh'd, ſhe fmil'd ; he kneel'd and pray'd 5 


oy, | 


| a — 
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She frown'd, he roſe and walk'd his way; 
But ſoon returning look 'd more gay, 
And ſung and danc'd, and on his pipe a chearful 
echo play'd. 


Air. 
Paſtora fled to a ſhady grove; 
Damon view'd her, 
And purſu'd her, 
Cupid laugh'd and crown'd his love. 
The nymph look'd back, well pleas'd to ſee, 
That Damon ran as fait as ſhe. 


SONG CXXXVI. 
Od ro Cour on VaittexTixe's Day. 
Set by Rickard Langdon, M. B. 


Com thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of ev'ry heart-fclt joy, 


Leave the bliſsful bow'rs a while, 
Paphos and the Cyprian iſle : 
Viſit Britains rocky ſhore, 
Pritors too thy puw'r adore ; 
Eritons hardy, bold, and free, 
Ow: thy laws, and y:cl1 to thee. 
Source of e ry heart-felt jov, 
Come, thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 

This is thine and Hymen's day; 

Bid her thy ſoft bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love” rites prepare. 
N 2 
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Let the nymphs with many a fon. 
Deck the facred nuptial bow'r ; 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen too be therc. 

This is thine and Hymen's day, 
Haite to Sylvia, haſte away ! 


Only while we love, we live, 

Love alone can pleaſure give. 

Pomp and pow'r, and tinfel ſtate, 
Thoſe falſe pageants of the great; 
Crowns and ſcepters, envied things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings; 

Are but childiſh, empty toys, 

When compar'd to Love's ſweet jos, 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 


Only while we love, we live. 


SONG CXXXVIL. 


HooLy and Far. 


OWN in yon meadow a couple did tarry, 
The goodwife ſhe drank naething but ſacs 
and Canary. 
The goodman complain'd to her friends right airly, 
O! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


Firſt ſhe drank Crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank Garie, 
And ſyne ſhe drank my bonny grey marie. 
That carried me thro” the dubs and the lo rie, 

O! gin, &c. 


She drank her hoſe, ſhe drank her ſhoon, 
And ſyne me drank her bonn uew gown ; 
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She drank her ſark that cover'd her rarely. 
O! gin, &c. 


Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 
Put ſhe drinks my clai's I canna weel ſpare ; 
When I'm wi” my goſũps, it angers me fairly, 
O! gin, &c. 


My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid it a-wad, 
| The belt blue bonnct cer was on my head: 
| At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely. 
| O! gin, &c. 


My bonny white mittens I wore en my hands, 
Wi'herne:ghbour'swife ſhe has laid them in pawns; 
My bane-headed ſtaff that I loo'd fo dearly. 

| Q! ging &c. 


I never was fond of wrangling nor ſtriſe, 

Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 

For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley. 
O! gin, &c. 


When there's ony monex, ſhe maun keep the purſe: 

If I ſeck but a bawbie, ſhe'll ſcold and the curſe ; 

She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped aud ſperely. 
O! gin, &c. | 


| A pint wi' her cummers I wad her allow, 
| But when ſhe fits down, ſne gets herſel fu? 


And when ſhe is ſu' ſhe is unco camſtarir. 
O! gin, &c. 


When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rar? +, 
Has no fear of her neighbours, nor winds the houle 
wants; f 


Sne tus up ſome fool ſang, like, Up your heart, 
Charlie. 
O! Fin, &c. 


Nhe ſhe comes hame, the lays on the lads, 
Ihe laſſes the ca's them baith hs and] 
And ca's myſel' ay anc auld cuckold cartie. 


O! pn my vife wad drink houly and fairly. 


—————— — - 
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SONG CXXXVIII. 


O you hear, brother ſportſmen, the found 
of the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; ; 
Fer ſhame, rouge your ſenſcs, and, 'ere it is morn, 
with me the ſweet melody join. 


Throꝰ' tha wood and the valley the traitor we TLrally, 
Nor quit him, till panting he lies; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till the dies. 


Then ſaQlc your Reed to the meadows and field, 
Noth willing ad] jovons, repair z 

No paſtime :n 1: e greater happineſs yiclds, 
Than chaung the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman 
atten, 
No pleafure like hunting is found, 
Tor when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next moraing we ſpurn up the ground. 


Follov-, follow, follow, fellow, follow, follow, 
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SONG CXXXIX. 


HE fun from the eaſt tips the mountains 

13 with gold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew drops 
behold : 

The larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn's ſprightly ſummons rebukes our de- 
lay. 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the flave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 

court: - 
No care nor ambition our pat.cnce annoy, 
But innocence {tl gives a zeſt to our joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


ank ind are all hunters in various degree; 
Ihe prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſ- 

race. 


With the ſports of the ficld, &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

Vet, in ſpite of her airs ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the feld, &c. 
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Let che bold and the huſy hunt glary and wealth, 
All the bleſffings we afk is the blefiing of health; 
Wich houads, and with horns, thro? the woud- 
lands to roam, 
And when tied abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


SONG CXL. 
Ax EIZGIAc CAN TATA, 


On the Death of the late brave Captain Farmer, 
at the Quebee Frigate; cali'd 


BarTaxxta Wrrrisc. 


By Mr Cawotrr. 


Rrerrarivr. 
ARK! what Crcadful rumuits ſhake tlic 
angry main! 
What horrid ſounds convulſe the trembling air! 
The watry gods ſome hoſtile cauſe maintain, 
And o'er the foaming furge hurl wild deſpair. 


To ſearch the cauſe, great Neptune, fee, appears, 


Hia trident waving—thro? the channel glides; 
The conflict ſees—the thundering cannon hears, 
And, all atonit'd:! views the purple tides! 


Enraptur'd, fee! b<!:old the god advance, 

And views lis ſon, great Farmer, loft in ſmoke 
Then bade him on—chaſtiſe perfidious France; 
And thus his withes Neptune loudly ſpoke. 
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Aix. 

lay honour and fame the brave hero adorn, 
W. no, fighting like Farmer, all danger dare ſeorn; 
For ſee where he ſtands, dealing laughter around; 
May his valour and zeal be with victory crown'd: 
May fortune of war in his favour decide, 
And his bark, well defended, triumphantly ride: 
May conqueſt and glory theſe offerings bring, 
The love of his country, and faith of his King! 


ReciTarrve. 
Thus ſung the god his ſon's immortal praiſe ; 
Old ocean ſhook, and echo'd Neptune's lays : 
But ſtill his prayers could not his darling fave ; 
For Death alike demands the baſe and brave. 
The ſhafts of Fate reſiſtleſs ſeal his doom, 
And call the Hero to his peaceful home. 
He fought, he fell, the fatal die was caſt; 
But fell contented—for he died the laſt. 
Britannia, ſee! emerging from the deeps, 
In plaintive ſtrains, thus, god-like Farmer weeps 2 


Ats. 
Britons, view yon melting ſight, 
See the Hero bleeding 
5:ngly fee he braves the fight, 
Guſning wounds unheeding: 
Mangl:d limbs he views below, 
Recent gaſhes ſtreaming ; 
Seil upon his manly brow 
Conſcious valour beam: g. 


Hark! what means yon dreadful cry? 
Clouds of ſmoke afrending : 

11 fame; behold my Hero die, 
X glorious cauſe defending > 


See the blecding Briton fall, 
Thus breathes. his laſt affection: 

My king is kind—my orphans all 
F leave to his protection. 


S ONG CXLI. 


From the Quaker, ſung in the Character of Steꝛdy. 


HILE the lads of the village ſhall mer- 
rilly, ah ! 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along, 
And I fay unto thee, that verrily, ah ! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won the 
dow”r, 
With his mates ſhall the ſport have begun, 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from 
each bow'r, | 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one: 
While the lads, &c. 


Thoſe 
287 blame ? 


| "Na *Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are 
* the ſame, 
Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee. 
While the lads, &c. 


joys which are harmleſe, what mortal can | 


C| 


. 


; 
| 
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SONG CXLII. 


Tux Saitok's FartEwELL. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall, 1780. 


OUR, pour me out the parting glaſs, 


Again to thee my pretty 
Ben thus muſt bid adieu; 


And when I am far out at fea, 
You'll think of him who thinks on thee ; 


What ſays my bonny Sue? 
And when I am far out at fea, 


" You'll think of him who thinks on thee ; 


What fays my bunny Sue? 


Hark ! hark ! the boatſwain calls away, 


Not, not a moment can I ſtay ; 
But t'other kiſs and then: 

Now welcome 1s the cannon's roar, 

And if I ſhould not fee thee more, 
Think, think of honeſt Ben. 


Now welcome, KC. 


If in the Bay of Biſcay O, 


Or in the Gulph of Mexico, 
My fortune I can make; 
No longer from thee will I roam, 
At Gotport will I fix my home, 
Thee to my hammock take. 


No longer, &c. 


Our jolly tars will try amain, 


Io beat the flects of France and Spain, 
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nd England's fame increaſe : 
It rich galloons fall in our way, 
The Don's ſhall ſtrike, and fall our prey; 
We'll make them cry for peace. | 
If rich galloon's, &c. 


Sound wind and limb, I take ta ſea, 
True heart and love I'll bring to thee 3 
We ne'er ſhall part _ : | 

No captain's wife ſhall finer go, 

From hea1 to ſtern, from top to toe; 
Then think of honeſt Ben. 

No captain's &c.. 


SONG CXLIII. 
Brow Hrcn row Low. 
The Words and Muſic by Mr Dibdin. 


Suug by Mr Banniſter, in Thomas and Sally, 


LOW high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main-maſt by the board, 

My heart, with thoughts of thee my dear, 
And love well ſtord, 

Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea; 

In hopes, on ſhore, 

To be once more 


Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge, roaring from below, 
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Fh ul ny Agnal be to thiak on thee, 

Shall my ſignal be to think on thee ; 
And this ſhall be my fong : 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 


And on that night, when all the crew, 
The mem'ry of their former lives, 

O'er flowing canns of flip, renew, ; 

And criuk their ſweethearts and their wives, 

' heavea ſigh, Pllkeaveafigh, and think on thee; 
And as the ſhip rolls thro” the fea, 
'The burthen of my ſong ſhall be: 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 


* 


SONG CXLIV. 
THE SHEPHERDESS. 


Set by Dr Axxx. 


SzEK m herd gone aftray ; 1 
I He 14 2 day: | 
Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel thro” your plains ? 
Oh ! whither, whither muſt I roam, 

| To find and charm the wand”rer home? 


ERP 7” ²˙ . A 


Sports he upon the ſhaven green, 
Or joys he in the mountain ſcene ? 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 

| Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
Oh! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover = aſtray. 
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To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain ; 
\ manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair; 

And when he talks, tis heav'n to hear! 
But oh! the ſoothing poiſon ſhun, 

To liſten, is to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame ; 
To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame, 

Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my heart an eaſy prize; 

And when he tun'd his Syren voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his return. 


Oh ! whither, whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying love ? 


SONG CXLV. 
Set by Mr Haxver. 
H! had L Jubal's lyre, 


Or Miriam's tuneful voice, 
To ſounds like his I would afpire, 
In ſongs like her I would rejoice. 
My humble ſtrains but faintly how, 
How much to heaven and thee I owe. 


1 
SONG CXLVL 


Taz HawTrorn-Bowtr. 


By Mr Cunningham. 


ALEMON, in the hawthorn-bower, 
With fond impatience lay ; 
He counted every anxious hour 
That ftretch'd the tedious day. 
The roſy dawn, Paſtora nam'd, 
And vow'd that ſhe'd be kind; 
But, ah! the ſetting ſun proclaim'd 
That women's vows are—wind. 


The fickle ſex the boy defy'd, 
And ſwore in terms profane, 

That Beauty in her brighteſt pride 
Might fue to him in vain, 

When Delia from the neighb'ring glade 
Appear'd in all her charms, 

Each angry vow Palemon made, 


Was loft in Delia's arms. 


The lovers had not long reclin'd, 
B-fore Paitora came : 
necuſtancy, ſhe cry'd, I find 
In ev'ry heart's the ſame ; 
Fer young Alexis ſigh'd and preſt 
Win ſuch bewitching pow'r, 
I quite forgot the wiſhing gueit 


That waited in the bow'r. 


bs 
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SONG CXLVIT. 


A HvunTixc Soxc. 
Set Ly Mr Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


Rrciramvr. 
Hes. ! the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that — the ſkics, 
Quit the bendage of Sloth, and ariſe. 


Air. 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains fo high; 
The wild heath, and the mountains fo bio: ; 
Shrilly the ſtaunch hound, 
The tte neighs to the found, 
And the floods and the vallies reply; 
And the foods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers, ſo good, 

Provd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount' ring the hart and the boar; 
By encountꝰ ring, &c. 

Ruddy hc<!th Lloom'd the face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taeght woodlands and foreſts to roar; 
And taugt, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom ef nature's reveal'd. 
Where the, &c. 


i 
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Tho? in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 


Still let ours be the prey of the field: 
Still let our's, &c. 


With the chace in full fight, 
Gods! how t the delight ! 
How our mortal ions refine ! 
How our, &c. | 
Where is Care, where is Fear? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine; 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys : 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole ; 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl ; 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


SONG CXLVII. 
Con vox. 


A Paſtoral, to the Memory of Wm. Shenſton, Eſq; 
By Mr CunnincHan. 


OME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, ' 
We'll ſee our lov'd Corydon laid; 
Tho? ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yet let the ſad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain, 
In ſouth he was = and kind! 
3 


E 


He mark'd, in his elegant ſtrain, 
The graces that glow'd in his mind. 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 
That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 
But never once rifled their cell. 
Ye lambkins, who play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat—and your maſter bemoan ; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, | 
His manners as mild as your own. 


No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloffoms appear ; 
The ſweets of the foreft ſhall fail; 
And winter diſcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges ſhall ling, 
(Our hedges fo vocal before) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the Spring, 
Can greet the gay feaſon no more. 


His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſten'd— they envied his lays, 

But which of them equal'd his ſong ? 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 

For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; 


So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus—let me break it in twain. 


SONG CXLIX. 
From the Duenna, ſung in Character of Jerome. 


The days when I was young ! 
When I hugh'd in Fortune's ſpight, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with neQr crown'd the night. 


1 
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Then it was old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 

O the days, &c. 


Truth they ſay hes in a well 
Why I vow I ne'er could fee— 
Let the water drinkers tell ; 
There it always lay for me: 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never faw I Falichood's maſk : 
But ſtill honeſt Truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaik. 
O the days, &c. 


True, at length my vigor's flown, 
L have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey : 
Yet old Jerome thou may'ſt boatt, 
While the ſpirits do not tire; 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fre. 
O the days, &c. 


SONG CL. 


Sins not of Homer's Achilles or Hector, 
Of Virgil's Eneas, or Jove and his nectar : 
But attend to my tale, and the ſubje& you'll find 
is a cobler in love, and a Camſe! unkind. | 


* 4 


* 
Long time he liv'd happy, no troubles e er vex'd 


lum, 


No peliticsplagu'd, and no party perplex'd him: 


a 


But content in his bulk, this poor cobler ſo ſnug, 
Would fit humming all day, like a bee in a jug. 
Derry down, &c. 


Till at laſt that blind puppy, whom poets call 
Cupid, 

Had __ him to th' heart, and made him quite 

unid ; 
For the damfel would laugh when ſhe heard him 
complain, 

And the treated his paſſion with ſcornand diſdain. 

Derry down, &c. | 


His love he declar'd, and he oft went to woo ker; | 

And as cloſe, as if wax d, this poor cobler ſtuck 
to her : 

Each morning, each night, and each aur after 

dinner, | 


His ſuit he purſu'd, but fill Alleen wie ker. 
Derry down, & c. 


He often would tell her, as they ſate t ogether, 
He prized her more than his ſhop full of leather : 
"Phat his heart it was fix d and ſhould ever remain, 
As firm as the ſole of a double campaign. 

Derry down, & o. 


He bought her a ribbon was well worth a groat ; 
He cappel'd her ſhoes, and he took nothing for't. 
He told her, if {till ſhe perſiſted, he never 
Could bear it ; but ſhe was as crucl as ever. 

Derry Jown, &c. 
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Now Love and Deſpair did his wits ſo 
He would ſet on a heœel- piece inſtead of a ſole; 
Till he found at the lait, when his cuitom grew 
ſcant 
If he dy'd not for love, he muſt periſh for want. 
Derry down, Ec. 


So he work'd up his leather, he ftitch'd up his 
ends, 

And, without taking leave ofhis foes or his friends, 

He went, in ſad plight, to a pit full of water, 

And there he reſolved to ſiniſh the matter. 


Derry down, &c. 
Long time there he pray'd at a pitiful rate, 
He figh'd and he ſwore, and he curs'd his hard 


fate : 
ſpring, bad adieu to her flouts, 


Then giving a 
So his body ſlipp'd in, and his foul it ſlipp'd out. 
Derry down, &c. 


The corner ſat o'er him, and after ſome thought, 

The jury their verdi& in lunacy brought; 

Right wiſely concluding, fince girls are fo com- 
mon, 


No man in his ſenſes would die for a woman. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG CLI. 
Sung br Lubia, in the Quares.. 


Locx'p up all my treaſure, 
I journey'd many a mile, 
And by my grief did meaſure 


The patiiag time the wiule. 
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My buſineſs done and over, 
I haften'd back amain, 
Like an expecting lover, 


To view it once again. 


But this delight was ſtifled, 
As it hens to dawn; 

I found the caſket riſled, 
And all my treature gone. 


SONG CLIL 
From the Duenna, ſung by Father Paul. | 
HIS bottle's the ſun of our table, | 


His beams are roſy wine, 
We—planets who are not able, 
Without his help to ſhine. 
Let mirth and glee abound ; 
You'll ſoon grow bright, 
With borrowed light, 
And ſhine as he goes round ! 


SONG CLIIL 


SexinNG. By J. S. 


HE Winter of dullneſs is o'er, 
Rejecter of ev'ry gay ſtrain, 
And Spring comes to viſit once more 
The chrerleſs diſmantled plain! 
New cloathing the groves do receive, 
Fine flowers bedeck the freſh greeu 
Kind Nature begins now to hve, 


And welcomes young Spring for ber qu2*5. 


. 


Zerore the approach of grey dawn, 
The lark quits her neſt in the vale ; 

In air ihe ſings high o'er the lawn, 
And wakes ev'ry bird in the dale. 

Nuw wanton the tender young lambs, 
Bound o'er the ſteep hills in their play, 
And bleat thcir ſoft notes round their dams, 

The valleys re-echo the lay. 


The bees now fearch round ev'ry bow'r; 
To taſte vernal fweets are inclin'd ; 
If then you would chuſe a fweet flow'r, 
Sure thereon a bee will you find. 
[ The nymphs, with their ſwains now retire, 
| From cities, from crouds, and from throngs, 
And melt their young ſwains with deſire, 


Gay muſic the woods and groves fill ; 
How charming and ſweet is the noiſe ! 
When fitting beſide the pure nll, 
The thruſh from the brake tunes her voice. 
Ye nymphs join with me then to fing, 
And make ev'ry valley rebound, 
The praiſes of ſweet blooming Spring, 
ſe bounties diſplay'd are around. 


SONG CLIV. 
A Sor nas Son. For Two Vorczs. 
Introduced in the S1EGE OT GIBAATTAR. 


OW ftands the glaſs around ? 
For ſhame you take no care boys, 
Ho ſtands the glaſs around? 


3 


Let mirth and wine abouad, | 
The trumpets ſound, | 

The colours they are flying boys, 
To fight, Kill, or wound; | 
May we ſtill be found 

Content with our hard fate, my boys, | 
On the cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, | 

Shou'd we be melancholy ? boys, | 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Whoſe bufineſs tis to die! 
What fighing, fie ! 

Damn fear, _ Jy, by. 
”Fis he, you, or I ! j 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 

And ſcorn to fly. 


"Tis but in vain, 

mean not to upbraid „boys, 

"Vis but in vain, 25 
For ſoldiers to complain; 
Shou'd next campaign 

Send us to him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain; 

; But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlady 

Cure all again. 
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SONG CLY. 


Tur Covnt of Vapxzart- 


Sung by Mr VEaNOx. 


The lawyers, ſo learned, fo grave, and ſo wiſe, 

For us quit their briefs—and for us quit their 
tithes : f 3 

Retire to our gardens their minds to unbend. 

And ſup with a client —or fup with a friend. 


The doctor of phyſic, return'd from his round, 
Gives us the odd ſhilling, and the pound : 
1 


Preſcribes for his party a large doſe of port. 
The perſon, To fleck, in his bettermoſt wig, | 
4 
And ere it ſtrikes ten, fits him down and falls 
to't, 


Calls loudly for ham—tho? we pay no tithe- 
With beef in commendam, and chickens to boot. 


The lords and the ladies, who Ranelagh fill, 
And move round and round like a borſe in a mill; 
Come hither Al Freſcs to take a cool walk — 
When 3 coffee, ſmall tea, and ſmall 


P 
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Our muſic is form'd both by nature and att, 
Perch'd * on each branch the ſweet birds bear 
a part; 

And when with wild notes you have ſated your 


Cl —__ 


Walk this way, and liſten to me perch'd up here. 


SONG CLVI. 


My HzazT went To THE Farr. 
Sung by Mrs Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 
Written by Mr Barwick. Set by Mr Shield. 


8 down the cowſlip dale I firay'd, 
One morning with the dawn, 

Young Damon, for the fair array'd, 
Came trippiag o'er the lawn. 

His auburn locks, with maaly grace, 
In flowing ringlets hun 

The bloom of health — * his face, 
And blithe the ſhepherd ſung. 


Then onward drew, and, as he paſs'd, 

. _ He ſmiling bade, Good day : 
Entranc'd J gaz'd, till, oh! at laſt, 
I gaz'd my heart away. 

That moment all to love reſign'd 
Each ſenſe feem'd to declare; 

. Tho” hapleſs I was left behind, 

My heart went to the fair. 


In vain, my anguiſh to remove, 
To 2nce-lov'd fcenes I fly; 


CI 


The roſe-deck'd bow'r, the pine-topp'd groves 
Seem fading to my eye. 

Thou gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maidens bluſhes ſpare ; 

Perceive, tho” ſhe was left behind, 
Her heart went to the fair. 


SONG CLVIL 
Tut Simi. 


By Mr R. Fzxcvsos. 


T noontide as Colin and Silvia lay 
Within a cool jeſſamine bow'r, 
A butterfly, wak'd by the heat of the day, 
Was ſipping the juice of each flow'r. 


Near the ſhade of this covert a young ſhepherd 
The gaudy briſk flutterer ſpi " 
Who held it as paſtime to and deftroy 


From the lily he hunted this fly to the roſe, 
From the roſe to the lily again; 

Till, weary with tracing its motions, he choſe 
To leave the purſuit with diſdain. 


Then Colin to Silvia ſmilingly faid, 
Amyntor has follow'd you long; 

Frem him, like the butterfly, Auf have you fled, 
Tho? woo'd by his muſical tongue. 


Beware, in perſiſting, to ſtart from his arms, 
But with his fond _ comply: 
2 
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Came take my advice; or he's pall'd with your 
char:ns, 


Lie the youth and the beautiful fly. 


Says Sylvia, Colin, thy ſimile's juſt, 

But fill to Amyntor I'm coy; 
For I vow ſhe's a fimpleton blind that would truſt 
A ſain, when he courts to deſtroy. 


SONG CLVIIL 
A Favourites HuxTinG SoxG. 


By Dr Azxt. 
1 duſty night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ſtay ; 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows! 
You cannot hunt to-day. 
Yet a hunting we will go, &c. 


Away they fly to ſeape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly fwitch ; 


Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out, 


Some are thrown in the ditch. 
Yet a hunting we will go, &c. 


At haſt from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 


Por Reynard ceaſes flight; 
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Then, weary, homeward we return, 
And drink away the night. 
And a drinking we will go, &c. 
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SONG CLIX. 


AIR Venus, the 22 of beauty and love, 
Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the ſca ; 
Minerva jump'd out of the cranium of Jove, 
A coy ſullen ſlut, as moſt authors agree. 
Bold Bacchus, they tell us, 
The prince of fellows, 
Was his natural fon; attend to my talc : 
All they that thus chatter 
Quite miſtake the matter, 
He ſprung from a barrel of Nottingham * 
Nottingham ale, Nottingham ale, 
No liquor on earth is like Nottingham ale! 


And when he had empty'd the caſk whence he 
iprung, 
For want of more liquor low-ſpirited grew; 
He mounted ailride, clapt his arſe ov the bung, 
And away to the gods and goddeſſes flew : 
But when he look'd down, 
And ſaw the fair town, 
To do him due honours not likely to fail ; 
He ſwore on all earth, 
That the place of his birth 
Was the beſt, and no liquor like Nottingham ale. 
Nottingham ale, Nottingham, &c. 


Ye biſhopsand deacons, prieſts, curates, and vicar 
When once you have tafled, vou' ll own ĩt is trur; 
P 3 


 » * * 
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Ti.at Nottingham ale is the beſt of all liquors, 
And who underftands the good creature like 
Yeu ? 
!t diſpels ev'ry vapour, 
zaves pen, ink, and paper: 
For when you intend in the pulpit to rail, 
It will open your throats, 
You may preach without notes, 
When inſpir'd by a bumper of Nottingham ale, 
Nottingham ale, &c. 


Ye doctors, who more execution have done 
Wich powder and bolus, with potion an pill; 
Than hangman with halter, than ſoldier with gun; 
Than miſer with famine, than lawyer with quill. 
'To diſpatch us the quicker, 
You forbid us malt liquor ; 
Till our bodies conſume, and our faces grow pale. 
Obſerve you who pleaſes, 
What cures all diſcaſcs, | 
Is a comforting doſe of good Nottingham ale. 
Nottingham ale, &c. 


Ye lovers, who talk of ſires, flames, darts, and 
daggers, 
With Nottingham ale ply your miſtreſſes hard; 
The girl d ſhelikesit) will drink till ſhe ſtaggers, 
And all your paſt ſervice and ſufferings reward: 
You may turn her and twiſt her, 
And do what you I, Sir; 
Engage her but briſkly, ye ſoon will prevail. 
Fill, fill the glaſs often, 
For nothing can foften 
The heart of a woman like Nottingham ale, 
Nottingham, &c. | 
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Ye poets, who talk of the Helicon brock, 

The nectar of gods, or the juice uf the vine ; 
Who fry none can write well, unleſs they ;nroke 
The friendly affiftance of one of the Nine: 

This liquor ſurpaſſes 
The ſtreams of Parnaſſus, 
Wine, mule, or ambroſia, on which gods regale: 
For experience will ſhow it, 
What makes a good poct, 
I; qu::ntum ſufficit of Nottingham ale. 
Nottingham ale, &c. 


SONG CLX. 


From the Dvzxx4, Sung by Don Jerome. 


F a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague of 

your life: 

No peace you ſhall know, tho” you're buried your 
wite : 

At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught ker. 

O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 
Sighing 2nd whamag | 
Dying and pining ! 

O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 


When ſcarce in their teens they hare wit to per- 


us, 
With letters and lovers fer ever they vex us; 
While cach ſtill rejcs the fair ſuitor you 3 
her; 
Wrangling and jangling ! 
Fiouting and poutirg! 
O! what a plegue is an obitinate daughter! 


„ RE LE LES 
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SONG CLXI. 


From the Same, ſung by Cana. 
V HEN fable Night, each drooping plant 


reſt or ings 
Wept o'er her flowers, her breath did cheer, 
As fome ſad widow o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


When all did fleep, whoſe weary hearts could 


borrow 
One hour from love and care, to reſt— 
Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in filent ſorrow, 
My lover caught me to his breait ! 


He row'd he came to ſave me, 
From thoſe that wou'd enſlave me; 
Then kneeling, 
Kiſſcs ftealing, 
Endleſs faith he ſwore ! 
But ſoon I cbid him thence ; 
For, had his fond pretence, 
Obtain'd one favour then 
And he had preſs'd again, 
I fcar'd my treack'rous heart might grant him 


SONG CLXII. 


From the QvAx xx, fung by Lubin. 


VIII reſpeA, Sir, to you be it ſpoken, 
So well do I like your advice, 
He ſhell have it; and by the ſame token, 
I don't much intead to be nice. 


WS 


There's ſomething ſo comical in it, 
I nc'er was fo tickled by kalf; 
And was I to die the next minute, 


I verily believe I ſhould laugh. 


Affairs happen better and better, 

Your worſhip, but mind the old put, 
When firſt he looks over the letter, 

I fay, what a figure he'll cut. 


SONG CLXIII. 
In the Scwoor ror SCaxpat. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fiſty ; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the Paſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's. to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &e. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
An here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaft paſs, &c. 


„ „ ˙ „ 
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Let her be chumſy, or let her be ſſim, 


Young, or ancicnt, I care not a feather: 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e' en let us toa!t them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 
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SONG CLXIV. 
In the Joviar Crew, 


Made love to Kate, long I figh'd for ſhe, 
Till heard of late, he'd a mind to me: 
I met her on the green in her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; 
Oh! then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much 
to blame ? 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
fame 


fo ſhe began to prate, 
U marry you, if you will marry 


But then I laugh'd, and ſwore I lov'd ker more 
than ſo, 


had e send, tis tugging to and 


3 we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame ? 


Had 1 in my place, you'd have done the 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and faid, ſhe was wond'rous lick, 
Dicky Katy led, Katy the led Dick; 


— — E—ß U — — 
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Long we toy'd and 2 under yonder oak, 


Kay loſt the game, though ſhe play'd in joke; 
For there we did, alas ! _— I dare not name, 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 


ſame. 


SONG CLXV. 
Orynzvs and Evurinice. 


By Mr LISsLI. 
HEN Orpheus went down to the regions 


Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon fo wiſe 
Should fo raſkly endanger his life, | 

And venture fo * but how vaſt the ſurpriſe! 
When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find put a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old Pluto long puzzPd his brain; | 
Eu hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon I his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, : 

He took her again, in reward for his art : 
Such power had mulic in hell! 


— . —„— — 
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SONG CLXVI. 


Sung in The Way rox EET Ui. 
By Mr Ganrics. 
E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 


That a lover once blefs'd, is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has 


caught. 
The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 


e. 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh; 
But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav rite gui- 


tar, 
Tho” mukic in beth, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a deiicate touch, 
Nor handled too roughly, nor play'd on too 
much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at com- 


mand, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will. 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind, 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your mind, 

"Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


| 
| 
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SONG CLXVIL 


* 2 gave to me a wife, 
of your grace and favour, 
| 'To be the comfort of my life, | 
ny downs. rh 
But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 
To obey your will at any time, 
I am ready to reſign her. 


SONG CLXVIII. 


In the Duzxx4. 


AD I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 

I neꝰ er could injure you: 

For tho? tongue no 
Your would me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ftranger offer wron | 
But friends in all the _ you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleft 
| Another with your heart, 


They'll bid afpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wro 


For friends in all the — aa 
And brothers in the young. 


- ied 
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SONG CLXIX. 


Lazy Jonuxxv. 


Three whole days are gone for ever, 


Since you ſaid you'd come to morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 
| _ You'd been here with looks fo bonny: 


Love has flying 1 I well know, 
Not for ling ring lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now adoing! 
Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer forrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 
PII not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature, 
But I can not, will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 
J may loſe the time to marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If I'm yours, away no longer: 
If you won't, another'll have me, 


J may eool, but not grow fonder. 


HERE's my ſwain, ſo blithe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 


| 


| 
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It your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and forrow, 

Bleſs'd another lad may make ye; 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


SONG CLXX. 


In the Mirrrx ar Maxsritty. 
By Mr Dospsrzr. 


H% happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs. 
Who would be no greater, nor tcars to be 
leſs. 
On his mill and himfelf be depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
Which is, &c. 


What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau ; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honefter far 

Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and tar. 


Tho? his hands are fo daub'd they” re not fit to 
- be ſeen, 

The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, | 

Goldin handling will lick to the fingers ike meal. 


What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſeruple from other men's ſacks; 
In this fort of right noble example he  brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhow'd he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this too he mimicks the tools of the tate ; 


Q2 
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Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concern's to bring grift to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's 
dry, 

And down. when he's weary contented does lie; 

Thea riſcs up chearful to work and to fing ; 

If ſo happy a r then who'd be a king ? 


SONG CLXXI. 


Sund Ar VAUlzYHALL. 


INCE Jenny thinks mean her heart's love 
to deny, 
And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by; 
I will own, without bluſhing, were all the world 
by, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


He brought me a wreath which his hand did 
compoſe, 


Where the dale-loving lily was twin'd with the 
role ; 


Young nach FP in ſprigs did the border incloſe. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And W:lly's, &c. 


By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion exprefs'd ; 

The = like your lips, in vermilion is drefs'd : 

And the lily, for whiteneſs, would vie with your 
breaft 


And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Kc. 
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Theſe ribbands of mine were his giits at the fair, 
My mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny be- 


ware | 
But d'ye think I her ? Not I, I declare. 
And Willy's the the lad for me, | 
And Willy's, &c. 


Beneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 
I ſaw my young ſhepherd ; how ſweet was his 
look ! 


He aſk'd for one kiſs, but an hundred he took, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. | 


Then what can I do, O inſtruct me, ye maids, 
When a lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
Whoſe ſilence as much as his la 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


SONG CLXXILI. 
MrzTiLLA. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr Howard. 


E cheerful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 

To roſe or jaſmin bow'r ? 

To roſe or jaſmin bow'r ? | 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ! 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Q3 
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Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 


Join'd with the lily as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in ſweetnefs vie; 
Like dew- drops glitt ring in the morn, 
When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 
Health fparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 


That warbles chearful on the fpray, 
To hail. the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 

Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 


sf 5 gently more along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 


SONG CLXXIII. 


Set by Mr Howanp. 


T ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With foul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
I'II aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee: 
I'll viſit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green-wood, fhaw, or fountain ; 

Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon mountain: 


BW, i 


There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
Wah though ts unfeign'sd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 


My heart, which cannot wander. 


SONG CLXXIV. 


Sung in Midas. 


OVELY nymph afwage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a. tender fwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind look would. cafc. his pain. 


Did you know the lad that courts 
| You, he'd not long need ſuc in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, 
You ſcarce will meet his like _ 


SONG CLXXX. 
A Scortcn BATLTLAn 


| HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
| X I left my love vo me; 
ſe powers! what pain endure, 
When ſoft + 4p mand me ? 

Soon as the ruddy morn 8 

The beaming day enſuing, 
I met 1 my lovely maid, 

In fit retreat for wooing. 0 


| Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 


— 
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Ve kiſs'd and promis'd time awar, 

Till Night fpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all bencath the ſkies, 

Er'n kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſtecl may wound me; 
Or Caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may Turround me: 
Yet hopes again to fee my love, 
To teaft on glowing kifles, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 


In proſpect of ſuck bliſſes. 
In all my ſoul there's not one place 


To let a rival enter : 
Since the excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover; 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me ; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho” I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being does remain, 

My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


— — — — _ wlll. 
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SONG CLXXVI. 
Tus Conszur. 


By Mr CunxixGran. 


IS the birth-day of Phullis, hark how the 
birds fing, 

Their notes are remarkably ſweet ; 

The villagers brought all the honours of Spring, 
And ſcatter'd their pride at her feet. 

With ribbands and roſes her lambkins are crown'd, 
Awhile they reſpectfully ſtand, 

Then o'er the green lawn with a frolie they bound, 
But firſt take a kiſs from her hand. 


Mongſt ſhepherds in all the gay round of the 
year, 

This, this is their principal day; 

It gave Phillis birth, and pray what can appear 
More lovely, more pleaſingly gay? 

Hark, hark | how the tabor enlivcus the ſcene, | 
Ye lads with your laſſes advance; 

Tis charming to Con on a daify-dreſs'd green, 
And Phillis ſhall lead up the dance. 


The ſun, (and he ſhines in his brighteſt array, 
As if on this feſtival proud), 

In order to give us a beautiful day, 
Has Þaaiſh'd each travelling cloud: 

The pric# paſe d along, and my ſacpherdeſs f gh'd, 
Sweet Phillis ! I knew what he meant᷑ ⁊ 

We ſtole from the paſtimes, I made her my br:de; 
Her figh was the figh of conſent. 


— — — 
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SONG CLXXVII. 
Sung by Mr Dearle. Set by Mr Bride. 


\ S Phillis the gay, at the break of the day, 
Went forth to the meadows a-Maying, 
A clown lay aſlcep, by a river ſo deep, 
That round in meanders was ſtraying; 
A clown lay aſlcep, by a river fo deep, 
That round in meauders was fraying. 


His boſom was bare, and for whiteneſs ſo rare, 
Her heart it was gone without warning, 
With cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet with 
dew, 2 
Ne'er look'd half ſo freſh in a morning. 


She cull'd the new hay, and down by him ſhe lay, 
Her wiſhes too warm for diſguiſing, 

She play'd with his eyes, till he wak'd in ſurpriſe, 

And bluſh'd like the ſun at his riſing. 


She ſung him a ſong, as he leant on his prong, 
And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder, 

She preſs'd his coy cheek to her boſom ſo ſleek, 
And taught his two arms to enfold her. 


The ruftic, grown kind, by a kiſs told his mind, 
And call'd her his dear and his bleſſing, 
Together they ftray'd, and ſung, frolic d, and 
play'd, | 
Ard what they did more there's no gueſũng. 
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SONG CLXXVIII. 


RAY kiſs me gently, Chloe cry'd 
For I am weak and tender ! 
I will, my dear, the ſwain reply'd ; 
Forbearing to offend her. 


Then cloſely ſhutting both his lips, 
( Regarding well his honour), 

Her roſy mouth he lightly ſips, 
And fix'd his eyes upon her. 


“ Oh fie! (ſays ſhe) you make me bluſh : 
Be quick, and have. it over: 

«© I would not give a ſingle ruſh 
For ſuch a teazing lover.” 


= 1 h, inſtructed how to pleaſe, 
Retolving not to mind her), 
He preſs'd her cloſer by degrees, 
And found the damſel kinder. 


SONG CLXXIX. 
Sung by Mrs Barthelemon, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr Barthelemon. 


ELL me laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Lately wand"ring o'er the green; 
Beauty's 4 a little boy L. 
Full of frolic, mirth, 
. know his ſhelter ſay, 
' from Venus gone aſtray: 
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Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green? 


By his marks the god you'll know, 

O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 

And a quiver fraught with darts, 

Poiſon ſure to human hearts: 

Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the mind. 
Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


White the boſom 


Reaſon's ſhield itfelf is -« 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 
Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


On Bs eee 

ing in the , 

Or his deſtin'd — ids 

On the maiden's roſy cheeks : 

Snowy breaſts, or curling hair, 

Oft conceal his pleafing ſnare. 
Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


Shall a kiſs receive this night 
From him who is her heart's delight ; 


To Venus let her the boy 
. 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 


Such a one trip o'er the green? # 


SONG CLXXIX. 


A favourite Song, for two Voices. 
By Matt. Prior. 
HEN Bibo thought fit from the world 


W. een 

As full of Champagne as an egg's full of meat, 

He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid, 

He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 

„Trim the boat, and fit quiet!“ ftern Charon 
reply'd; 

« You may have forgot—vou were drunk when 
« you dy'd.“ 


SONG CLXXX. 
Sung in the Engliſh Opera of AKTAXEAIES. 


Set by Dr Axx k. 


N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to cach other known ; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove : 
Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt infpir'd my love. 


1 


SONG CLXXXI. 


Sung by Mrs Pinto, in The Maid of the Mill. 


AS I fure a life to lead. 
Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 
F.v'ry hardihip wou'd I brave, 
itudelt toil, fevereſt need, 
Ere yield my hand fo coolly 
To the man who never truly 


Could my heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will infure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may plcaſe ; 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 


—— — — — — 


SONG CLXXXII. 


J PacToRarL. 
Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxiall. 
Sct by Mr Yatcs. 


DAREWELL, ye green ſieids and ſwect groves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
Aud Nature is dreſs'd without Art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor mutic caa lull me to reſt; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


r 


une hy the de of a ſpring, 
V\ here roſes and lilies aphcar, 
Gay Phiiliz of Strephou would fag, 
For Strephon was all fic held dear: 
Dut as ſoon as ſhe ſound, by my eyes, 
The paſſiou that cow dia my breaſt, 
Sie then, to my grie: fend ſurpriſe, 
Cry'd, all Ae had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I ond 
Ihe beautics alone that will laſt, 
Are tune that are ſix'd in the mind, 
Wick. Ener nor Tine cannct blaſt: 
Beware then, beware how you truſt 
Cogucttes, who to love make pretence 
For Phillis to mv had been juſt, 
Is Nature had bleſt her with ſenſe, 


SONG CLXXIII. 
Sung in The Carrer, by Mr Vernon, 


OU fay, at your feet that I wept in d (Fair, 
And yow'e that no angel was ever io air 
Tow could you believe all the nor.fenfe I ſpoke 22 
\ that know we of angels: I ricant it in joke. 


: next and indiRcd for ſwearinę to love, 

And aun ning but death mould my palf. on remove; 
ve lid vor atv ra N, a calender: vcar; 
— — ye contented!— Hure confers, my 
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SUNG erl. 
Lorz 1x Low I. tr. 


OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Bloggy do 
. 3 — 
Ar ; 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain dehonnair : 
They hvpg'd, and they cuddled, and tall d with 
their EYCS, 
And look' d, as all lovers do, wondercul wile. 


A fortaight was ſpent ere dear Moggv came 20; 
(For wailens a decency keep when they woo : ) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vor: ; 
And Jockey he gave, ſor ker juinture, bis cv. 


Ther panncll'd their Dobbins, and rode to the 
barr 

7 
Sul kim̃ng and fondiiag until they came there: 
Tur; call'd on the parſon, and by lun were wed; 
Ard Morey the took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They {aid there a weck, as the ncigh2ours all 
lay 

And none were ſo happy, and gaweſome as they: 

Chen home they return'd, but return'd mot un- 
kind ; 

For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surpriz'dat this treatment, ſne cry d, Gaſſer Jock. 

Pray what is the reaſou that Moggy you mock ? 

Quoth he, gooſe, come on! why you now are my 
bride ; 

And when elk are wed, they ſet fooling a ſide. 


— ati 


Het N name his Noggy, good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up tue toute, while he thatch'd the 
old barn; 

They laid iu a Mock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man aud wife uſually do. 


V=x<CTN——ETRTRART 


SONG CLXXXV. 


Sung by Mr Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
Aud the next my oath deny 7. 
Now prepare with icora to treat her. 
Ez'ry charm in thought I brate; 
Thea, relapiiug, fly to meet der, 
And confeſs myielf her fzve. 


SONG CLXXXVI. 


W. mighty roaſt beef was the Eng- 
Uſnman' 8 ood, 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched cur blood; 
Our fuldters were brave, and our courtiers were 
wood : 
O che roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roa beef! 


. it ſince we have learnt from all conqu'ring France 
To _ their zagouts, as well as to Canct, 
We're ſed up in  notk'r >—but vain compia:ſance, 

O the roan becf, &c. 


R 3 
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ir r ve or ons were r. mlt, N „ and ung, 
And kept „pen hone with good cheer all da; 
long, 


Which made their plump tenants reolcd in tlus 


O ihe roaſt beef, &. 


Fut now we are dwinclcd o- hat ſhall I name: 


.\ tneaking poor race, half begotten—and tame, 
VW hy fully thoſe honours that once ſhone iu fans. 
O tlic roatt beef, & e. 


When good Queen Elifabetk fat on che throne, 


Ere coffee, or tea, or fuch flip-flops were tnown, 
Ihe world was in terror, if c'er ihe did trown. 


O the raa!t beef, &c 


ta thofe days, if fects did preſume on the main, 
"they ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain. 

O the roait beef, & c. 


O then they had courage to eat and to ſiglit, 
And when wrongs were a cooking to do them- 
ſelves right ; 3 
But now we're a pack of—T could bu: good 
night. 
O che roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roa-t Lect ! 


D ——————U—P—̃— rr 
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SONG CLXXXVIs. 
Sung in the Falk Quartz of De at. 


Hs little do the landmen know 
Of what we failors feel, 
Vihen waves do mount, and winds do blow! 
But we have hearts of ſteel. 
No danger can effright us; 
1 enemy ſhall flout; 
Ii make the Monfieurs right us: 
"ue tols the cann about. 


Stick {out to orders, meſſmates; 
VWell plunder, burn, and ſink: 
Then, France, have at rour firtt-rates 
For Britons never ſhrink : 
We rummage all we fancy ; 
Well bring them in by " SIG j 
An Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis-d'Ors. 


* 


While here at Deal we're lying 
Wich our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more. 
In -cace we'll drink and fing, boys; 
In war we'll never fly: 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
Aud the Royal Family. 


____V___=_,_—TTTTTTT_T_T)// + —  ]——————————_ 
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SONG CLXXXVIII. 
Laer's Bt 1073aL. | 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, | 

Noble deeds are done by wins 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Wao'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thowſand charms you'l ünd, 
Nore than Phillis has, tho” going 
In the moment to be kind. 


lexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council board: 
Ile ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 


More than by his conqu'ring ſword. 


SONG CLXXXIX. 
Tune — Jolly Mortals, &c. 


2 be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs 'tis for us to think, 

How the world is rul'd by aſſca, 
And the wife are ſway'd by chink. 


Let not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a frare ; 

We are all as rich as Crœſus, 
Drink away, and drive oil care. 
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Wine wil make us geſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget; 

Come let's falle ali our noſes, 
Iirmk ourſelves quite out of debt. 


Vhen grim death is looking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 
Lagclius joining in the chorus, 


Crics, Death, , begone! here's none Lut fouls 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever aiter underitanding 


Drinking fouls can never die. 


SONG CXC. 


Sung by Mr Pcard, in Love in a Village. 


1 was a jolly miller once, 

Lie'd on the river Dee; 

lice work'd, he ſung from morn to d nights 
No lark more blitl:c than he: 


And th:s the burden cf his ſung 
Vor ever us'd to be, 

E care for nobody, no not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


— — Cee DD ICIS — — 


SG NG CXC. 
Buffy Bell and Mary Gra ” 


They are tra bonny taites 
Thry bigg' d a bower va yon "org BER 
An mick'd * over Vi? raſaes. 
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Fair eſſy Bell I hood reilrcen, 
And thong mt I new cou! Halte 3 

But Mary Gray s twa pawky ecn 
They gar my fancy Hauler. 


Now Deſſy's kair's like a lint tap 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phœbus ſtarts frac Theti; lip, 

The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hnaud; 
Her waiit and feet” s fu genty ; 
With ilka grace the can command, 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'monds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and bra, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 

Bice as a kid, wich wit at will, 
She bloomi ag, tiglit, and tall is: 

Aud guides her airs fae gracefu' ſtill; 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Le unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between ye tua, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes; 
Waes me; for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're fterted ; ; 
T 122 1 draw cuts, and take my fate, 
Aud be with ane coatented. 


— T — — f—— —t-—ęV — 


11 - 3 
S ON G CACHE 


EIIOL D, ia a lodge we dear brethren are 
met, 

And in proper order together are ſet; 

Our ſecrets to none but ourſelves ſhall be known; 

Our actions to none but free maſons be ſhewn. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 

. 

Let brotherly love be among us reviv'd ; 

Let's ſtand by our laws, that are wiſcly contriv'd; 

And then all the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 

Tuat none are ſo loving, fo friendly as we. 
Derry down, &c. 


The teme, and many magnificent pile, 

Fen buildings now ſtanding within our own iſle ; 

With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty reſin'd, 

With itrength to ſupport, and the building to bind. 
Derry down, &c. 


Thote noble grand ſtructures will always proclaim 

What honour is due to a free maſon's name; 

I. en ages to come, when our work they thall ſee, 

V il} !trive with cach other, like us, to be free. 
Derry down, &c. 


Wat tho” ſome of late, by their ſpleen plainly 
ſhow 
They fain wou'd deride what they gladly wou'd 
know; 
Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deſpiſe, 
And the ancient grand ſecret keep back FE 


their eyes. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Then, brethren, les all put our hands to our heort, 
And refolve from true maſonry neꝰer to depart: 
And when the lait trumpet on carth fall deſcend, 


Our lodge will be clos'd, and our fecret ſhall end. 


Derry down, down, down, derry, down. 


SONG CXCIII. 
The Sroax, or Dangers of the Sca. 


Sung by Mr Dodd. 


EASE rude Boreas, bluſtering railer, 
Lid ve landſmen all to me, 

Meſſinates hear a brother ſailor, 

Sing the dangers of the ſea ; 
From bountling billows, firit in motion, 

When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled occan, 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 


Py topfail ſheets, and haulyards fand, 


Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 


Down your ftay-fails, hands boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee-top-ſail ſheets, let go, 


Luuff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-fails nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down- beds fporting, 
Fondly lock'd in Beauty's arms, 

Freſh enjoyment wanton courting, 
Safe from all but Love's alarms ; 


S., 


Io 


——— 
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Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthral; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Hark again the boatſwain's call. 


The top-fail yards point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, 

Let the foreſheet go, don't mind boys, 
Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe, 

Fore and aft the ſprit - ſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear, 

Hands up, each preventer, brace ſet, 
Man the foreyard, cheer, lads, cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, 
On our heads fierce rains fall pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh z 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky; . 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, h 
Hark, what means that dreadful cry. 


The foremaſt's gone! cries every tongue out, * 
O'er the lee, twelve fect *bove deck; 5 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 

Call all hands to clear the wreck; 28 

e . "I 

ome my hearts be ſtout and bold! 3 

Plumb the well; the leak increaſes, 

Four feet water's in the hold. 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 

„„ or children mourn; 

Alas! hence there's no retreating 
Alas! — Soma p 


- — — 


L 194 J 


Still the leak is gaining on us, 

Both chain-pumps zre choak'd below, 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 

For only that can ſave us now. 


On the lee beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand boys; 
Sce our mizen malt is gone : 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rigg a jury foremaſt ; 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, ware off ſhore. 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune fav'd our lives ; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 

To our ſweet-hearts and our wires, 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 

Cloſe to th” lips a brimmer join ; 
Where's the tempeſt, now, who feels it, 

None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


SONG CXCIV. 
The SoxG of Diana. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, at Covent-Garden Theatre. 


Set by Dr Boyce. 


WT horns and with hounds I waken the 
day, 

And hie to my woodland walks away; 

[ tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forchead a wexing moon : 


E 


i courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chafe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With thouting, and hooting, we pierce thro? the 


ky, 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


SONG CXCV. 
A Scotcn BaLiLap. Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Jockey ſought my heart to win, 
And woo'd as lovers woo ; 
I, vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do: 
Whate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be thy at; 
And when he preſs'd his fate to know, 
"Twas, Pr'ythee, fool be quiet. 


Month after month, of am'rous pain, 
He made a mighty fuſs; 

Wp it, you know, one loves a ſwain, 
Tis wrong to ſay one docs: 

He told me Paſñon could not live 
Without more plcaſing diet; 

And pray what anſwer could I give, 

ut, Pr'ythee, fool, be quiet. 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 
And like a man he cry'd, 
Thy hand, my dear, this very day 
Shall Celia be my bride :. 

8 2 
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Cor:irc'd he would have teiz'd me fill, 
I could not well deny it; 

And now, believe me, when 1 will, 
I make the fool be quiet. 


— — — 


SONG CXC I. 


Tux Bxars or BarLtEexnDiNE. 


A favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Mrs Hudſon. 
Set by Mr IDook. 
ExraTH a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain 


One er*ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 
$9 fad, yet fo ſweetly, he warbled his woe, 
The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains 
to flow; 
Rude winds, with compaſſion, could hear him 
complain, 


Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 

Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt faſh'd in my view! 

Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could 
ſurvey, 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more cheerful than 
they ; 

Now T of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight :— 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languilh in light. 


Through changes, in vain, relicf I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew ; 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly — too piereing an air; 
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Nut love's ardent fever burns always the ſame; 
No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame. 


But, ſce the pale moon all clouded retire ; 

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſire ; 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the mind: 
Ah! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care ? 
To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſpair. 


SONG CXCVIL. 
Parry or THE Mitt. 
Sung by Mr Hudſon, at Ranclagh. 


AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill : 

Much fairer than the lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the mill. 


The neighbouring ſwains her beauty fir'd. 
With wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the hill; 
Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic art, 
To footh and charm the honeſt heart 
Of Patty of the mill. 


But vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed heart more true to love 
Than turtles when they bill; 
83 
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A cheerful foul, a pleaſing grace, 


And Feet content miles iu the face 
Or Patty of the mill. 


The good a friend in fortune nds 
L Exalts the honelt virtuous mind, 
i And guards it from all ill; 
| Ve fair, for ever conitant prove, 
De ever kind, be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill. 


iZ — 


SONG CXCVIIL. 
Sung by Miis Catley and Mrs Mattocks, 


In Loves ww A ViLLAGE. 


Miſs Catley. 
OPE ! thou nurſe of young Defire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet that nc'er can cloy. 


Mrs Mattocks. 
Hape! thou carneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureit friend the wretched fin J. 


Both. 
Kind deceiver, flatter Hill; 
Deal our pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in withes make me bleſt. 


„ „% „„ - 
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SONG CXCIX. 
A Favourite Roba. 
Sung at Vauxhall Gardens. Set by Mr Bach. 
EASE a while ye winds to blow, 


Ceaſe ye roaring ſtreams to flow ; 
Huln' be ev ry other noiſe, 
| want to hear my lover's voice. 


Where's the brook, the rock, the tree ? 
Hark! a found—1 think 'tis he! 

Dis not he; vet night comes on, 
Where's my lovely wand'rer gone ? 


Loud I'll fpeak, to make him hear, 
is I who call, mv love, my dear! 
The time is come. Why this delay? 
Alas! my wand'rer's loſt his way. 


SONG CC. 
Set by Mr Jarvis. 


Sap on the banks by the ſtream, 
I've pip'd for the ſhepherds too long. 
O! l-arn me, ye Muſes, a theme, 

Where glory may brighten my ſong, 
But Pan bid me ſtick to my ſtrain, 

Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe ; 
Ambition befits not a ſwain, 

And Phillis loves paſtoral verfe. 
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The roſe, tho' a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to Phillis? bloem ; 
The breeze from the bean-flower bed, - 
To her breath's but a fceble perfume ; 
The dew-drop, ſo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the violet lies, 
Tho” brighten'd by Phœbus' ray, 
Wants luftre, compar'd to her eyes. 


A lily I pluck'd in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with hers to compare, 
And fooliſhly thought, till I try'd, 
The flow'ret was equally fair. 
How, Corydon, could you miftake ? 
Your fault be with ſorrow confeit ; 
You faid the white ſwan on the lake, 
For ſoftneſs might rival her breaſt. 


While thus I went on in her praiſe, 
My Phillis palt ſportive along; 
Ye poets, I covet no bays; 
She ſmil'd a reward for my ſong. 
I find the God Pan's in the right, 
No fame like the fair-oncs applauſe, 
And Cupid will crown with delight 


The ſhepherd that fings in his cauſe, 


SONG CCL. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; - 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 

lake þ;m, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 


My tender grief remove; 
Oh! ſend ſome cheering rey of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for figh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each rifing fear diſarms, 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She finks into his arms. 


SONG CCL 


H ! how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault' ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word farewell! 
Farewell—but know, tho? thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


SONG CCI. 


OUNG I am, and ſore afraid: 
Would you hurt a karmlc{s maid? 
Lead an innocent aftrzy ? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
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Men too often we believe; 

And ſhould you my truth deccive, 
Ruin fir, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart would break. 


— 


SONG CCIV. 


In Tomas axD SALLY. 


EHOULD, from many a hoftile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again; ? 
Returns, and with him brings a heart N 
That neꝰ er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil, 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


SONG CCV. 
By My Gar. 
F the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, 


The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſwectly, 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms our ears, 
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Roſcs and lilies her checks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more fweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With bliſſes, 
And kiſſes, 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


SONG CCVL 
By Mr Gar. 


OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love 1s then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may. 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not to-morrow z 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Let us drink, &c. 
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SONG CCVII. 


Gao 1s THt- Liquor of LII E. 


By Mr Gates. 


E jolly true blues of the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the log, 

Attend to a failor's rough ſtrain, 

Who ſings of your favourite grog, 
For grog is the liquor of life, 

The delight of cach true Britiſh tar, 
It baniſhes ſorrow and ſtrife, 

And ſoftens the hardſhips of war; 
It baniſhes ſorrow and ſtrife, 

And ſoftens the hardſhips of war. 


Brave Vernon, to Britons ſtill dear, 
O! long may'| thou live, tho” incog”; 
*T was ſome deity whiſper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the health-giving grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


His vineyards the Monſieur may boaſt, 
And delight in the ſoup of a frog, 
But too foon he ſhall find to his coſt, 
That claret muſt yield to good grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My meſſmate he gives me a jog, 

To the wife or the | ana wa he loves, 
He takes off a cann of good grog. 

For grog is the, &c. 


ws 
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Ir love ſhould as whilom deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a gog, 
His nectar he ſurely would mend, 

By mixing his liquor with grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


I heard an Hibernian declare, 
By Saint Patrick, tho” born in a bog, 
That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, 
No terror we feel from a flog, 
For what is a dozen a-day, 
To a double allowance of grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


Now war is declar'd, let's advance, 
May the flincher be hang'd like a dog, 


Who yields to proud Spain or vain France, 


Is a ftranger to freedom and grog. 
For grog is the, &c. 


SONG CCVIIL 
By Mr Gar. 
HE modes of the court ſo common are 


own, 


That a true friend can hardly be met ; 


Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 


Which they let out for what they can get. 
T 
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Tis true, you find 
| Some friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſclves te 
tend, 
In ſorrowful ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity ; 
yp ey pity; | 

But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 


SONG CCIX. 


The Pick. From the original Italian, 


| T* penance for paſt folly, 
A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
Sworn foe to Melancholy, 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; 
With cockle-ſhells on hat-brim, 
Staff, beads, and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Beñtting of a pilgrim, 

Begging for charity, 


With unſhod feet he traces 
His way thro? wilds and chaſes, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 

In hepes ſome roof to ſee ; 


But when that he could find no 


4 Houſe nor hut to go to, 
d Was ever pilgrim put ſo 
To it for charity. 


But now, when moſt dejected, 
Kind Heaven, when leaſt expected, 
A maiden's ſteps directed, 

| Whence come you, Sir? ſays ſhe. 


i 
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Full many a weary flep, ſweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare feet, 
| O could I by your kelp, meet 


Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice aud accent, 

Says ſhe, I ſee your quite ſpent, 

Yet what I fay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to night with me. 

This favour is excc ive; 

No ſpeeches, Sir, while I live, 

If I have auglit I can give, 


Tis given in charity. 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating. 
And call'd her love and ſweeting, 
| And many a tender greeting, 
So kind a heart had he. 

Kind Sir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 
Tis time you were retir'd, 
Nor beds nor rooms are kir'd, 

But leat in charity. 


My tenement is brittle, 
Ard is, I fear, too Uttle. 
It fits me to a tittle, 

So in at once went he, 
Through many a ton and city 
I've been, and O! the pity, 
| Ne'er met a room fo pretty, 
Nor ſo much charity. 


Vine days he paſt in clover, 
Zo well lie rlay d the lover: 
Ze thought it too ſoon cover, 


FH 
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And will you go? faid the. 
But gentle Pilgrim, ſaould you 
Return, you know I would do 
As much as woman could do, 

To ſhew my charity. 


SONG CCX. 
LocHAaBER NO MORE. 


1 to Lochaber, and farewell, my 
Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've many days been: 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a? for my dear, 
And no for the danger attending on Weir; 
Tho” bare cn rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes rife, ard tho” riſe ev'ry wind, 

ne er make a tempeſt like that in my mind, 
Tho loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's nzetli:ng Ike leaving my love on the ſhore; 
To leave thee behiad me my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd ; 
Aud beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I mutt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then Glory, my Jeanny, maun plead my excuſe; 
Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and ſame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee witch. love running o'er, 


And then I'll leave thee ad Lochaber no more. 
Ee ——ñ — — — —————— 
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SONG CCXL 


By Mr Gar. 


HUS I ſtand, like a Turk, with my doxies 
around ; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound! 
For black, brown, and fair his inconſtancy burns, 
And different beauties ſubdue him by turns : 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke hisdefires, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires; 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow, 
But think of this maxim, &c. 


SONG CCXIL 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ! 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Moggy's ſtill fweeter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed : 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro” — 
Such beauty and ako Ss 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and — dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry b bulk ; 
Come, let us go forth to the _—. 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks fing. 
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IIow does my be paſs the long day ? 
Does Moggy not tend a few theep ? 
Do they never carcleſly ſtray, 

While happily ſhe lies aſleep ; 
'Uweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
kind Nature indulging my bliſs, . 
To relieve the foft pains of my brealt, 

I'd Real an ambrohial Kiſs. 


Tis the does the virgins excel; 

No beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, * 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair - 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks fray ! 
Oh tell me at noon where they feed! 
Shall I feek them on ſweet winding Tar, 

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed ! 


ZO NC CCXI 
Tus Mirx- Maid. 


By Miſs Catley. 


OMING home with my milk the young 
*"(quize I met, 
Says, Polly, love, ſet down your pails, 
I have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 
If I pay you, you muſt nut tell tales. 


To oblige him, and*cauſe chat I would not becrofs, 
I preſently quitted my pails; 
He pull'd me down cently on a bed of green moſs, 


: And kifs'd mnce— 1 ſhould uot tell tales. 
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[| trove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down : 
| begg'd to go home with my pails: 

H vow'd, to ſuch pitch his fond paſſion was grown, 
He'd wed—but I muſt not tell tales. 


So gently he woo'd, and fo warmly he preſt, 
That I little more thought of my pails, 
Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeſt 
Of my heart but I muſt not tell tales. 


He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd make me his wife, 
And eaſe me of carrying pails : 

It he don't, why, as ſure as a muſſel has life, 
If I'm filent, there is one will tell tales. 


SONG CcCXIV. 
Frowrzs OF THE ForEST. 


VE ſecn the ſmiling of Fortune, beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay 3 
dueet was its bleſſing, and kind its careſſing, ; 
But now it is fled—ficd far away. 


I've ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt, 
With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleafant and gay, 
Sac bonny was their blooming, their fcent the 
air perfuming, A 
But now they are wither'd and weeded away. 
I've ſeen the morning with gold the hillsadorning, 
And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the mid-day : 
I've ſeen Tweed's filver ſtreams ſhining. in ſunny 
beams, 


Grow drumly and dark ashe row'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune! why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why il perplex us, poor ſons of a day? 
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Nae mair your ſmiles can cheer me, nae mair | 
your frowns can fear me, 
For the flowers of the foreſt are withered a- 


way. 


SONG CCXV. | 


SOMETHING ELSE TO DO. 


HE ſun was ſleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia filver'd all the plain, 
When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 
And ſought the laſs he lov'd the beſt. 
As tow'rd ber cot he jogg'd along, 
Her name was frequent m his ſong ; 
But when his errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething elſg to do. 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 
2 any maid he'd ſeen before, : 
n tender fighs proteſting, he « 
Would abs nf as the turtle be; 
Talk'd much of death, ſhou'd ſhe refuſe, 
And ugd ſuch arts as lovers uſe : 
*Tis fine, fays Doll, if 'tis but true, 
But now I've ſomething elie to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſt, 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jet: 

To her that's kind I'll conſtant prove ; 
But, truſt me, I'll ne'er die for love. 
Tho” firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcorn, 
Now Doll to Court in turn; 
Dear Colin, 3 tco, 
Step in, I've nothing elſe to do. 
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SON G CCXVI. 


Saw ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother, 
Or ſaw ye my true love John? 
I ſaw not your father, I ſaw not your mother, 
But I faw your true love John. 


It's now ten at night, and the ſtars gi'e nae light, 
And the bells they ring ding _ 

He's met w!' ſame delay, that cauſeth him to ſtay, 
But he will be here ere long. 1 

The ſurly auld carl did nacthing 


And ſhe open'd, and let him in. 
And are ye come at laſt, and do I bold ye fat, 


And is my Johnny true? | . 
lang's Ilike myſt, 


I have nac time to tell, but fae 
Sae lang ſhall I love you. 


Flee up, flee up; my bonny grey cock, 
And craw when it 1s day ; | 
Your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten gold, 
And your wings of the filver grey. 


The cock prov d falſe, and untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour o'er joon 
The laſſie thought it day, when ſhe ſent her love 
away, | | 


And it was but a blink of the moon. 


— — = —— — 
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SONG CCXVII. 
Taz Saitok's Fax ZwII IL. 
Written by Capt Thomſon. Set by Mr Fiſher. 


HE topfail ſhivers in the wind, 
The ſhip the caſts to fea; | 
But yet my foul, my heart, my miud, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 
1 For, tho” thy failor's bound afar, 
3 Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter, when we're ſail'd, 
4 O doubt their artful tales; 
4 No failor ever fail d, 
4 If Cupid fil'd his fails : 
2 Thou art the compaſs of my foul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


ſ Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 
. More fell than rocks and waves; 
- - But failors of the Britiſt fleet 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves. 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſmng main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The 'rs of France and Spain. 

Now Britain's glory reſts with von, 


Dur fails are full—ſirect girls, adicu! 


s 
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SONG CCXVIII. 


Tut Manixer's Wir. 


UT are you ſure the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 
Is this a time to think o' wark ? 
Ye jades, fling by your wheel. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, * 
There's nae luck at a“; N 
There's nae luck about the houſe, * 


When our goodman's awa'. 4 


Is this a time to think of wark 
When Colin's at the door ! 

Rax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
And ſec him come a-ſhore. 


Riſe up, and make a clean fire-ſide, 
Put on the muckle pat ; 

Gre little Kate her cotten-gown, 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 


Mak their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, » Wo 
THEN ſtocking's white as ſnaws - .. -* 
It's | : 


a” to pleaſure our goodman, 
He likes to ſee them braw. 


There are twa hens into the crib, 3 
Have fed this month and mair, 
Mak haſte, and thraw their necks abouty 

That Colin veel may fare. 


| * 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My biſhop-ſattin gown, 
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And then gae tell the bailic's wife, 


That Colin's come to town. 


My Turkey-ſlippers I'll put on, 
My ſtockings pearl blue, 

Aud a” to pleaſure our goodman, 
For he's baith leal and true. 


Sae ſweet his voice, ſae ſmooth his tongue, 
His breath's like cauler air, 

His very tread has mufic in't, 
As he comes up the ſtair. 


And will I fee his face again, 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
I'm do t dizzy with the joy, 

In troth, 'm like to greet. | 


SONG CCXIX. 


TuxXE—SHAMBUY. 


| 
| 
7 E bucks, far and neax, to my ſonnet give ear, | 
And quit the dull trouble of thinking ; 
The ſage, — ago, that ſaid, nothing he knew, 
Poor foul, was unſtudy'd in drinking. 
Dull mumbling of Plato, 
Or grumbling with Cato, 
Difpaſionate Stoics will make us 
But the men truly wiſe 


Such deſpiſe, 
And "_ _— lectures of Bacchus. 


k 
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With full wigs, in fine coach, fee tac doctors ap- 
roach, 
Ard e mould up their faces, 
Grave ſmell on the cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the ſlow pulſe by grunaces! 
Their fees firſt receive, 
Their opinions then give; 
With potions and motions they'll quack us: 
Their preſcriptions may drain, 
But we'll fill up cach vein 
By the nouriſhing noftrums of Bacchus. 


By ſycophant ftate, ſee the meaneſt made great, 
Spite of plain- dealing merit endeavours, 
That jilt, madam Fortune, is hoodwink'd molt 
certain, 
| And ſcatters at random her favours. 
Come, lads of true ſpirit, 
Pay courtſhip to claret, 
That power the greateſt will make us: 
Can penſion, or pope, 
Na, nor ribband, or rope, 
Lift us up like the bounties of Bacchus? 


| 
| 
| 
Te lads, when you need with the fair to ſucceed, 
| With bumpers begin your love's trial; 
[t emboldens the mind, in the lady you'll find 
"Twill drown all the force of denial. ' 
Drink, drink, in your prime, 
Toſs a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make fuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
Our decay we prevent, 
His wounds we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. 
v 
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. Nem. con. let us join in the praiſe of good wine, 
þ Whilſt miſers *midft millions dread dying, | 
L Whilſt lovers are mourning, and ladies are ſcornirg 
4 We're love and death equal defying. 

5 Obſerve tho” the toaſt, 
" Left our liquor be loſt, 
44 And Death *mid a bottle o'ertake us; 
| To be even with him, 


1 Fill each glaſs to the brim, 
0 For we'll die with a bumper of Bacchus. 


lt SONG CCXX. 
Sung in Tun Maid or rus Mir. 


HA tis I, your own true lover; 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah! you httle cunning vixen! 
I can fee your roguith ſmiles. 


Addſlids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 7 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt; 
Only fay the 1 bargain, 
Here, an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
T am her's, ſhe 1s mane ; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we fign. 
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SONG CCXXI. 
Set by Mr Weldon. For fuur Voices, 


. ET ambition fire thy mind ; 
Thou wert born oer man to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deft 


Scorn thy crook, and — plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys incireling joys ſhall meer, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: 
| Thou ſhalt 2=y know delight, 
| All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll afcend the fktes, 

| Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 
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sſo v CCXXIT. 


ies Tus Maid or Tur Mirz 


H n 

wake my bed at ſuch a rate! 
laYtboe down, vain fool, and cry, 
by ryc Ipre ſceks another mate. 
U2z 


wy 
to 
12 
O 

—. 


No tears, alack ! 
Wil call him buck, 
No tender words his heart allure; 
I could bite 
My tongue thro? ſpite 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 


SONG CCXXIII. 
by Dr Arnc. Sung at Ranclagh. 


FE true honeſt Britons, who love vour own 
1 
Whoſe ſtres were fo brave, fo victorious and free. 
V\ ho alva: s beat France when they too! her in 
hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus u me; 
Come join, honcit Dritons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's 
good checr, 

The protits 8 and pleaſures of ſtout Pritifh beer; 
Your wine - tipling, dram- ſipping fellow retreat, 
Eut your becr-dxinking Britons can never dc bcat. 
Let us, &c. 


The French with their vineyards are meagre and 

ale, 

They drink of the ſqucczings of half-ripen'd 
fruit; 

But we, who have hop- grounds to mellow our ale, 

Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 

Let us byg, XC. 
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| Shon'd the French dare invade us thus arm'd 
with our poles, 
Well bang their bare ribs, make their lanthorn- 
jaws ring; 
For y 9 peef- eating, becr-drinking Britons arc 
ouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country 
an. king, 
Let us ling, &c. 


SONG CCXXIV. 


The Words from Shakeſpear. Sung at Ranclagh. 


OME, live with me, and be my love, 

| And wc will all the pleaſures prove, 
"That hills and vollies, dales and fields, 

| And all the eræggy mountain yields: 
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Tuere will we {tit upon the rocks, 
And fee the ſhepheriis feed their flocks, 
Near thullow r:vers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds fing madrigals. 


— — 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſes, 

| A cap of flowers, with a girdle 

| Tmbroider all with leaves of myrtle; 

n A gown made of the fineſt wool, 

| Which from cur pretty lambs we pull. 

| J: theſe debghts thy mind may move, 

| Come, live with me, and be my love. 


Ly was !1:pper for the cold, 
tu buckies of the pureſt gold; 
U3 
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A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 

And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds: 

The ſhepherd fwains ſhall dance and ling, 
For thy delight each May morning. 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


— — 
— 


SONG CCXXV. 
Set by Dr Aaxx. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my foudeye: 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ; 
Reveal with what ardour I glow : 
Well, what if they do? there's no harm ſure, ſhe 
cries; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a ſweet kiſs, 
Say, would you the favour beſtow ? 
Say, would you the favour beſtow ? 

Lord bleſs me! "Fad ſhe, what a queſtion is this! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know 


Suppoſe not contented, I till af: for more? 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow ; 
For pleaſure from pleafure will grow. 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
—_— but deny you, you know, you know; 
I.can but deny you, you know. 
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Come then, my dear love, to the wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer d to go. 

No, no, with a bluſa, anſwer d Phillis, for there 
could not deny you, you know, you know; 


could not deny you, you know. 


— — 


SONG CCXXVI. 


Tus Bind. 


Sung by Mr Raworth, at Marybone-Gardens. 


5 hs bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro” the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother Knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
And fickxens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Zuch fondneſs, with impatience join' d, 
My faithful boſom fires ; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my defires : 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All fimilies are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The faint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and joy divine; 

The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine : 
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I take what liberty I dare, 
"I were impious to fav more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 


The goddeis I adore. 


SONG CCXXVII. 


ELL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Thou fecd'ſt at noon thy fleecy care. 

Direct me to the ſweet retreat 
Ihat guards thee from the mid-day heat; 
Leit by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way: 
Where reft at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where? 


— — — 


SONG CCXXVIIIL. 
Harry Houss. | 


Sung by Miſs Davies, at Marybone Gardens. 


APPY hours, all hours excelling, 

When retic'd from croud and noiſe : | 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 

Fill'd with ſoft poſſefſing joys : 


Happy's that comented creature, | 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 
And conſults che voice of Nature, 
When of roving Fancy eas'd. | 


Ex 'ry paſſion wiſely moving, 


Juſt as Reaſon turns the ſcale ; 


| 
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Fry fate of i life improving, 
that no anxious thourthts prevail ; 
Happy man, w ko thus poſſeſſes 
Life with ſome Companion dear; 
Joy immorted ſtiil increaſes, 
Cricis when told ſoon diſappear. 


- — — — — — — 
—— - —— —z 


SONG CCXXIX. 


ung by Mr Dunſtal, in Lovs in a Vir IT ACE. 


ELL, well, ſay no more; 
So ycu told me before; 
I know the full langtù of my tether. 
Do youu think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ichoo! ? 
J can ſpell vou, a and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe 
always ſuſſfce: 
Addiniggers! go talk to your parret. 
I'm not — au el, 
Thot I ſay'c of myſelf, 
But I Know a Ri aecp's lcad from a carrot. 


— — — n —— 


SONG CCXXX. 


Sung by Dirs Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


ON much ſaperior beauty awes, 
coldeſt botors find; 


2 * lth refillels fi force it Sm 


ene and virtue joiu'd. 
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The caſket, where to outward ſhow 
The artiſt's hand is ſcen, 

Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a gem within. 


SONG CCXXXI. 
Set by Mr Howard. 
HY heavesmy fond boſom ! ah! what can 


it mean ? 

Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this fighing and trembling when Daphne is 
near 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why, when {he's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embellifh thy face: 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind ; 


With thy face, &c. - 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native Good-humour and Virtue reſide: 

Pray Heaven that Virtuc thy ſoul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him who without thee mult 
dic 


With compaſſion for kim who without thee mui 
die. 


3 
So NG CCXXXI. 


| Sung by Mrs Stephens, in Love in a Village. 


Hs happy were my days till now! 
I ne er did forrow feel; 

, With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 

Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 

| Like any bird I ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


O the fool ! the filly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
| I wiſh I was a maid again, 

And in my own country. 


DESI — —-—-— . —— nw 
SONG CCXXXIII. 


RounDELAyY. 
For the Jubilee, in Honour of Shakeſpear. 
By Mr 


- QISTERS of the tuneful ftrain ! 

| Attend your parent's jocund train, 
*Tts Fancy calls you, follow me, 

| To celebrate the Jubilee. 


| On Avon's banks, where Shakeſpear's buſt 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, 


-y 
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The funs of icenic mirth decree 
To celebrate this Jubilee. 


By Garrick led, the grateful band 
Haſte to their poet's native land, 
With rites of iportive revelry, 


To celebrate his Jubilce, 


Come daughters then, and with you brin 
The vocal reed, and ſprightly ring, 
Wit, and joke, and repartee, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Come, danghters, come, and bring with you 
Th' aerial ſprite and fairy crew, 

And the ſiſter-graces three, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Hang around the ſculptyr*d tomb 

The broider'd veſt, the nudding plume, 
And the maik of comic Glee, 

To celcbrate our Jubilee. 


From Birnam Wood, and Doſworth's Field, 
Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſn:cld, 
With drums, and martial fymphony, 
To celebrate our Jubi.-c. 


In mournful numbers now rclate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 

With frantic deeds of jealouſy, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Nor be Windſor's Wives 'orgot, 
Wich their harmleſs, mercy plot, 
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The whit'ning mead, and haunted tree, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Now in jocund ſtrains recite 
The revels of the braggard Knight, 
Fat Knight ! and ancient Piſtol he! 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


But ſee, in crowds, the gay, the fair, 
To the fplendid ſcene repair, 
A ſcene as fine, as fine can be, 


To celebrate our Jubilee. 


Yet Colin bring, and Roſalind, 
Each ſhepherd true, and damſel kind, 

For well with ours their ſports agree, 
To crown the feſtive Jubilee. 


SO NG CCXXXIV. 
Y the gaily circling glaſs 


We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 


1 
ow 


Drives us from our ſports away : 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of Care! *twas made for you; 
Sons of Care! twas made for you. 


X 


WS 


SONG CCXXXV. 


E that will not merry, merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 

May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 

And fatt bound to a poſt. 
Let him be merry, merry there, 

And we'll be merry, merry here : 
For who can know where we ſhall go 

To be merry another year ? 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courte, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 


Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry bc 
With his miſtreſs in his bad, 
Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year? 
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SONG CCXXXVL 
The Couxtay Wrodixc. 


Sung at Ranclagh. Set by Mr Howard. 
V ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly 


young ſwain 
To a lovely young ihepherdeſs crofling the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the month it was 

May ) 

Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way? 
Then ſtraight to this queſt ion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile in her look and a leer in ker eye, 
came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And now gentle ſhepberd, pray why would you 


know ! 


hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
[7 I tell you the reaſon for aſking you this; 

[ would fee you ſafe home (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve. 

Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own, 

But I fee no great danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can 1 hinder, the road being free 

For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it 1s true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too: 

Aul if you weuld like (now the ſwain he took 
heart ) 

Such a ſweet heart as me, we never would part. 

Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the hepherdeſs then; 

P-c often hear ay, there's no minding you men; 
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Vou'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you da 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my aL 
To-morrow the parſon (well faid, Ettle L 
Shall join both our hands, rr 
twain: 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd tothis is not ſaid; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed: 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a weddiag in town. 


SONG CCXXXVII. 


Caarse Marine, by an Officer. 


Y deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; 

And all my care, in peace and war, 

Should be to thee ; 

When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, 

Then you, my queen, in Chaife Marine, 

Should move like queen of love. 


Your love I prize beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the fpoils of war, 

Would*f thou agree to follow me 
In humble ba e car; 

For happineſs, t tho' in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſcen, 


And pride in coach has more reproack. 
Than love in chajſe marine. 


191 


Oh! do not hold your love in gold; 
Nor fet your heart on gain; 
Bebold the great with all their tate, 
Their lives are care and pain : 
In houſe or tent I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble fee, 
And ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it — 1225 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's ſlaves. 
Who lead ignoble lives, 
Nor deign to alle on men fo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 
And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care 
With love and conftancy. 


If ſighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can win your harden'd heart, 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a foldier's part : 

With fife and drum the iers come, 


And all the pomp of war, 
Then don't think mean of Chaiſe Marine, 
"Tis Love's triumphant car. 


SONG CCXXXVIIL. 


USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, ud drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'it thou * 7 ſip it up: 
3 


— 
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Make the molt of life you may, 


Life i; thort and wears away; 
Lite is ſhurt and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt'niug quick to their decline, 
Ihinc's « ſummer, mine no more, 

Tho” repeated to threefcore : 
Threefcore ſummers when they're gore, 
Will appear as ſhort as one; 

Will appear as ſhort as one. 


SONG CCXXXIX. 


A Huxrtixc Soxc. 


Sung by Mr Reynoldion, at Marvbore. 


RecrraTive. 
ARK! the horn falutes the ear, 
The hunters ready, morning clear ; 
Come, the happy hours embrace, 
Join the ever-jorial chace 


Air. 
See the ſtag, how he bounds 
O' er the neighbouring grounds, 
His ſpeed ſtill increas'd by his fear; 
Hills and dales are ioon paſt, 
Sce his fwiftneſs fo vaſt, 
The huntſmen he leaves in the rear. 


"Twas Nimrod of old, 
By the poets we're told, 


Lo] 


Bogan firft the fports of the chace ; 
"Thy" £ great was his fame, 
There's a flur on his name, 


As men he purſu'd in the chace. 


But ſuch tyrants the chace 
Will its plcature diſgrace, 
Yet friendſhip ſhall ſt ill he our guide; 
With the found of the hora 
Call forth each in the morn, 
Our ſports there ſhall nothmg divide. 


zut again he's in view, 
Lud we nearer purſue, 

His ſpirits decreaſc as hie flies ; 
Yow they*ve pull'd him to ground, 
And the dogs have him bound, 

Ah! fee how he trembles and dies, 


Now our pleaſure's compleat, 
Hark! the horn ſounds retreat, 
Our ſports do our health ſtill maintain; 
To the bowl next away, 
We'll with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again, 


SONG CCXL. 


Sung by NMiſs Radley, in the Paprocx. 


AST a Hepherd's maid, to keep 
On vonder plas a flock of ſheep; 
Well plegt'd, I'd watch the ive-long day 
My cuts at feed, my lambs at play: | 
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Or, would fome bird that pity brings, 


But for a moment lend its wings; 

My parents they might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ftrive. my will to hold; 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But, ſpite of all, away I'd fly. 


SONG CXII. 


Wars Ar Aus. 


Sung by Miſs Walpole, in The Caur. 
Set by Mr Linley. 
W HEN wars alarms entic'd my Willy from 
me 


* 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh; | 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on 
me, 
I 'woke ere yet the morn was nigh : 
No other could delight him; 
Ah! why did I c'er ſlight him? 
Coldly anfw'ring his fond tale; 
Which drove him far 
Amid the rage of war, 
And left filly me thus to bewail. 
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But I no longer, tho' a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove; 
For, ert the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ek my abſent love: 
The hoſtile country over, 
F' fly to ſeek my lover, 


| O—_ 
_ «4 ©'S+ — » £4 «a - 


ww Ta 
So N 


8 


— — » 
_— — 


a 


Scorning ev'ry threat' ning fear; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, 


Nor cannons roar, 


Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


SONG CCXLII. 
Sung in the Quaren. 


N verity, damſel, thou ſurely wilt find, 
That my manners are fimple and plain ; 
That my words and my actions, my lips 20 
mind, 
By my own good-will never are twain. - 
I love thee, 
Would move thee, 
Of love to he partaker. 
Relent then, 
Conſent then, 


And take thy upright quaker. 


Tho? vaia I am not, nor of foppery poſſeſt, 
Woul'dſt thou yield to be wedded to me, 
Thou ſhould gad. gentle damfcl, a heart in 
my breaſt 
As joyful as joyful can be. 
I love thee, &c. 
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SONG CCXLIII. 
In the Same. 


ET rimble dances beat the ground; 
Let tabor, flacel-t, and irfe 
Ee heard from every Þ. cr; 
Let the cann go rend; 
What's the health ?— Long life 
To the dunor. of te Uni 


SONG CCTXLIV. 
Sung in the Dutxxa. 


HEN a tender maid 
Is firſt effay'd 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluthes rife, 
If ſhe meets his eycs, 
While he unfolds his pain? 
If he takes her hand ſhe trembles quite! 
Touch her lips—and ihe ſwoous outright, 
While apit-apat, &c. 
Her heart avows her fright. 


But in time appear 
Fewer figns of fear: 

The youth ſhe boldly views: 
If her hand he graſp, 
Or her boſom cha. » 

No mantling bluſh enſues ! 
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Then to church well pleaſed the lovers moxc, 
While her ſmiles her contentment prove; 
And apit-apat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love. 


SONG CCXLYV. 
In the Same. 


IVE Ifaac the nymph whom no beauty can 
boaſt, 
But health and good-humour to make her his 
toalt ; 
If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat; 
At fix feet, or four—we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her complexion, I vow I don't care; 
If brown, it is laſting—more pleaſing if fair: 
And, tho? in her cheeks I no dimplcs ſhould fee, 
Let her ſmile—and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eye may be e' en any colour but green; 
For in eyes, tho' ſo various the luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear I've no choice only let her have two. 


"Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth—1 own, are genteelerthan black; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire—that ſhe mayn't have a beard. 
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SONG CCXLVI. 


Sung in Cymox. 


H! liberty, liberty, 
Dear happy liberty ! 
Nothing's like thee! | 
So merry are we, 
My linnct and J, 
From priſon we're free, 
Away we will fly | 
To liberty, liberty, 
Dear happy liberty! 
Nothings like thee ! 


» 
SONG CCXLVIL | | 


In the Saur. 


Lavcn and I fing, 
I am blithſome and free, 
The rogue's little ſting, 
It can never reach me : 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
It can never reach me. 


My ſhin is fo tough, 

Or fo blinking is he, 

He can't pierce my buff, 

Or he miſſes poor me. 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
He miſſes poor me. 


5 


O never be dull, 

By the fad willow tree, 

Or mirth be brim full, 

And run over like me. 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Run over like ne. 


SONG CCXLVILL 


Tux WaxDErING SAILOR. 


HE wand'ring failor plows the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and caſe ; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore ; 
In hopes, &c. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 

Ard thunder ſhakes from pole to pole; 

When dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, | 

Still flatt'ring fancy watts him home z 8 
In hopes, when toil, &c. 


When round the bowl, the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho? cach his favourite fair will boaſt, 
This is their uni verſal toaſt, 

May we, when toil and danger's o'cr, 
Caſt anchor on our native tore ; 


May ki when tuil, &c. 
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3530 NG ccxLIX. | 


AIR Venus calls; her voice obey ; 
In Beauty's arms ſpend night and day : 
The joys of Love all joys excel, © 
And loving is certainly living well. 
Ah! no, not fo; all honeſt ſouls know, 
N friend and a bottle ſtill bear the bell, &c. 


Then let us get money, as bees lay up honey, 
And build in large hives, and ſtore each cell; 
The fight of our treaſure will give us much plea- 
ſure; 
We'll count it, and chink it, and gingle it well. 
Ah! no, not ſo, &c. 


If this will not fit ye, we'll govern the city; 
"There's pleaſure in power no tongue can tell; 

Tho? by crowds we are teas'd, our pride is well 
pleas'd ; 

And that 'twas made Lucifer happy in hell. 

Ah no! not fo, &c. 


Then take off your glaſſes, and ſcorn theſe dull 
aſſes, by 

Who wiſhing the kernel, ſtill gnaw at the ſhell: 

What's love, power, and riches? why, Solomon 

| teaches, 

"Tis vanity, vanity, vanity {till : 

"Tis true, he knew, he try'd them all through, 

A friend and a bottle {till bear the bell, &c. 
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SONG CCI. 


Sons or rus WEAR. 


® E ſocial few, with hearts ever true, 


Unſhaken by gold or by cur, 
Who meet with a view ev'ry grief to ſubdue, 
And regale over Martin's good cheer, 
Be happy and free, each glais fill with glee; 
Succeſs to the ſons of Wear. | 


With Care and his crew we've nothing to do; 
His doctrine too dry is, and queer : 

That wealth makes us blett, the miſer ſuits beRt ; 
Mongſt us he is out of lus iphere; 

For jovial and gay, and cheerful as May 
Are always the ſons of the Wear. 


Should ſove, as of old, deſcend to behold 
Our actions with cenſure fevere; *© 
Surpriz'd, he would ſmile—qruit his godſhip a 
while, 
And merrily chat with us here : 
For, who could he ſee fo happy and free, 
As we honeſt ſons of the Wear. 


Tho? minions at court of us make their {port 
And baſely our merits befmear ; 

But, let em be told, they muſt eat their meat cold, 
Were't not for ſuch low folk as we are; 

Who, fcorning diſguiſe, dare on that they prize 
Their freedom as much as their Wear. 
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Now France, proud and vain, her aid's lent to 
Spain, 
To puſn their miſchievous career; 
They'U find, as before, with their ſkins batter'd 
ſore, 
They'll pay for their frolic too dear; 
For Old Envland's conſt to guard is the boaſt 
Of er'ry true fon of the W car. 


Then quickly the glaſs the circle let paſs, 
With fpirits elated ard clear; 

Succeſs to our trace, may its ſouree never fade, 
But ever increate with the year: 

So drink it amain, and the meeting again 


Of us jolly fors of the Wear. 


SONG CCLE. 
Sung by Miſs Radley, in the Paprocs. 


AY, I:tle, fooliſh, futt"ring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight? 
Stay here and ling, 
Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 
Swect Robin, you ſhall not go. 
Where, you wanton, cculd you be 
Half ſo happy, as with me? 
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SONG CLI. 


A Hixrt ro ru Fat Str. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


AST May day rambled the meadovs along, 
To hear the ſweet linnet's and goldfinch's 
long; 

When, juſt by the clofe ſhaded jeſſamiue grove, 
I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of Love : 
Tranfported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a ſmile, 
I atk'd the dear nymph if ſhe'd tarry a while ; 
O! no, the reply'd ; therefore, leave me, I pray, 
Tor here "tis unſafe for a maiden to ſtay. 


Dear Puillis, I ery'd, don't refuſe my requeſt, 
Of all nymphs in the village, 'tis you I love belt ; 
Then why be afraid with your Shepherd to go 
To the jelſamiae bow'r? Still ſhe antwer'd, No, 
"Ro 
You men are deceivers, and love to enſnare, 
And my mother oft toid me of men to beware: 
No longer perſuade me, purſue your own way, 
For here 'tia unſafe for a maiden to ſtay. 


Lerd bleſs me! cry'd I, you're of late grown a 
prufe, 

Do you think, my dear girl, I'll attempt to be 
rude? 

"Tis the feaſon for love. To the grove let's along, 

Where I'll tell you a tale, or Pl! ting you a ſoug ; 

Pritlice, Damon, ihe cry'd, don't attempt to per- 
ſuacle, 

Oc by cunning beguile a pour jnnoGent maid : 

L 3 
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1e grove may have charms, now the feaſon is 


AY, 
Dut there tis uuſaſe for a maiden to Ray. 


Well pleas'd with her virtue, I tenderly cry'd, 

Have noihing to fear, for I'll make you my Bride, 

ror lung I've beheld you the girl to my mind ; 
hen to church let us go—and my Philli; be kind 

My tale, () ye fair! is a leſſun fur „du, 

Ji mariiage alone that will probe the ſwain 

true ; 
I; Lefore to the grove you're too caſily won, 
Tic fwain may be falſe, aud the maiden undone, 


SONG CCLIIL. 
Tur Soxs of Tir Tru. | 


Tune— Rural Felicity. 
TTEND to our ſummons, re Br:itiih elec- | 


tors, 
"Tis Freedom announces your inftant ſupport; 
No longer your cenfideuce place in protectors, 
Who pillage your rights, and oi laus make 2 


, 
Britannia deman«is your hearts and your hand- 


Away to affift her, the cauſe is divine: 
Come, fee Freedom and Liberty 
Nobly exerting the ſons of the "BR 


"Twas Liberty gave us our commerce and tre2- 
ſure ; ; | 
She taugl.: lt us to cultivate ſcience aul wirth, 


wt i 


| To atron! e learning and ſocial picaſure, 
To 1;zhten the heart and ive jolli ty births 
Co: ©. 2, come, one and all, 'tis Liberty's call; 
\wy with all fpccd to her ſacred ſhrine : 


” Come, ſee, &c. 


With Freedom, all nations we hold in defiance; 
The glory of Britain o'er carth ſte has hurPd, 

And monarchs deſpotie do court our alliance, 
Tl hne terror of ſtates, and the pride of the world! 

Lung, long on our ifle may Liberty ſmile, 


A bleſs us with Brunſwick's illuſtrious line: 
Come, ſee, &c. 


Be happy, ye fair-ones, whom Nature has given 
The virtue and ſpirit her cauſe to maintain; 
Whoſe raiment e' er vies with the mantle of heaven, 

hen Phœbus, unclouded, juſt ſtarts from the 
main. 
Lo cuard Love and Beauty we make it our duty; 
Lo aid their felicity ever combine: 
Come, ſee daughters of Liberty 
Greeting with raptures the ſons of the Tyne. 


SONG CCLIV. 


To the Memory of SyargsPEAR. 
By Mr Garxtcs. 


HOU foit flowing Avon, by thy ſilver ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal thy Shakeſpear 
would dream : 
The fairies by moon- light dance round the green 
bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 
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ne love ſtricken maiden, the izhing young frain, 
Here rove without danger, and ũgh without pain; 
The ſw ett bud of deauiy no hlights iliall here drrad, 
For hallow d the turf is that pillow'd his head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and their 
truth; 

Here ſmiling old age feels the ſpirit of youth; 

For rapture of fancy here pocts ſhall tread, 


For hailow'd the turf is that pillow'd his head. 


| How on filver Avon, in ſong ever flow; 
1 Be che ſwans on thy boſom ſt ill whiter than ſnorr : 
4 Ever full he thy ſtream ; like his fame mæy it ſpread, 
| And the turf ever hallow'd that pillow'd his head. 


SONG ECLYV. 


Tuk BAaccnAnaALlian. 


Sung by Mr Vernon. Set by Mr Topping. 


Ox TEN TED I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will fociably ſit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plentcoufly ſtor' d:? 
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See! my vault-door is open, deſcend ev*ry gueſt; 
Tap the caſk, for the wine we will try: 

Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to your taſte, 
Aud as bright as her cheeks to your eye. 


In a piece of flit-hoop, I my candle have ſtuck, 


Twill light us cach battle to hand ; 
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The foot of my glafs for the prrpoſe I've broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſuould ſtand. 


Sound that pipe tis in tune, and the bins 
ore well fill'd, 
View that heap of Champaigne in the rear; 
Thoſe bottles are Burgundy— ſee how they're 
pil'd, 
Like grtillery— tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſſy rang'd in review; 

When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
Ag kingdoms I've got to ſubdue. 


Tis my will, when ] die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic. jacet be grav'd on my ftone ; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And fay that my drinking is done. 


SONG CCEVI. 


Sung by Mr Dibdin, in The Maid of the Mill 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature, 
Prove as kind again to ſke. 
Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
in your boſom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 


And be as fond as fond can be. 


But if you mect with one that's froward, 
Saucy, plting, and vntcward), 
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puul] you act the whining coward, 
"Fis to mend her ze'er the whit. 
Nothiug's touch enough to bind her; 
Then agog when voice you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her, 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


SONG CCLVIL. 
A favourite Two-part Song. 
HEN Phœbus the tops of the hills does 


W adorn, 

How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn ! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the found, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 


glorious game. 


O ſec how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed :; 

But, oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe 

; the cries : 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants, till with well-ſcented hounds ſur · 
rounded, he dies. 


1 * 1 


SONG CCLVIII. 
A Sartor's SoxG. For two Voices. 


Tun kx — Ho ſands the Glaſs around. 
By J. S. 


HO” winds tremendous how! ! 
Our hearts ſhall till be ſteady, boys; 
Tho” winds tremendous howl! 
And tempeſts loudly grow! ! 
We'll have t'other bowl; 
Drink each his abſent ſweetheart, boys, 
The magnet of his foul ; 
Tho? waves toſs and roll, 
We'll buldly fight and conquer, boys, 
From pole to pole. 


What! Britiſh tars complain ! 
No. They're hardy as they're nam'd, boys; 
What! Britiſh tars complain! 
Who plow the raging main : 
Your ardour reſtrain ; 
The fleets combin'd, appear, my boys, 
Of France and Spain; 
And if we're not ſlain, 
To England we'll triumphant, boys, 
Return again. 


Loud ſhall our cannons roar, 
And balls fly thick as hail, my boys; 
Lord ſhall our cannons roar, 


Their decks to fill with gore ! 
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We'll beat once more 

The French aud Spaniſh dogs, my boss. 
"Then ſeek our native thorc, 
With riches in full tore, 

T' enjoy our glaſs, and ſweethearts, boys, * 
.Whom we adore. 


Of dangers then ne'er think; 
Fight, fight for Britain's glory, boys ; 
Of dangers then ne'er think, 
Nor yet from conqueit ſhrink ; 
Firſt take, burn, and ſink 
The faithleſs Dutch Mynheers, my boys, 
And load us with their chin. 
Each glaſs fill to the brink ; 
To Britain's foes coufuſion, boys, 
Let's freely drink. 


— — 


SONG CLIX. 


Sung by Mrs Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


IS not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the foul convey : 

Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worch, 

Which chance nor gies, nor takes away. 
Like the ſun true merit ſhews, 

By nature warm, by nature bright; 
With inbred flames he nobly vlows, 

Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


<= 
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SONG CLX. 


- 
— .  — r=. — —ñ— 


Tue Desr- Car. A favourite Cantata. 


4 
; 
4 
) 
\ 
. 


Recirarive. 
Stink' ring Tomthro'ftreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd, the ny mph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely wailt : 
Tom with uplifted hands th” occation bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, th* maid addreſt: 


Aix. 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts; 
You take up duſt, aud ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Ge me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Gire me my heart, out of vour cart; 
Give me my hcart, you Role, again. | 


RecitaTiveE. 
S: 1-12, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her fparkling eves about: 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
Aud look'd diſdain on little folks below: 
To Tom the nodded, as the cart drew on, 


And then, refulv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, Stop, John. | 
Aix. 


hall I, who ride above the ref, 
ve by a pzltry croud oppreit ? 
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Ambition now my foul does fire : 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart ; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt · cart. 


SONG CCLXI. 
An Ops for the Loxzyd-Mavror's Dar. 


Recrrarive. 
RITONS, attend; I ſing, in merry lay, 
The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 
day : 
What furfeits caught, what feeding when they 
dine; 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine: 
What ſights are ſeen ; what rattling, fuſs, and 
noiſe 
Of coaches, nets. men, women, girls, and boys, 
Who ſtreets, bulks, windows,tops of houſes throng, 
To view his Lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


Arr. 
(Oh! London is a fine town, &c.) 


Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and gay, does 
honour to the city ; 

And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt 
own tis vattly pretty, 

To ſee the gilded coach and fix, and man in ar- 
mour ride, 

la pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, into the 


Vater ſide. 


RTWWWW 
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And when, in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of 
good clieer, 

What pity 'tis fo fine a fight ſhould come but 
once a-year ! 


Ou! Lord- Mayor's ſhow, fo brave, &c. 


REecrTATIVE. 


The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 
Tire mob difpers'd, To dinner's all the cry. 
With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, G 
The ſtarv'd mechanicks ſeek their dif rent halls ; 

At the full-groaning board each takes his ſeat, 

With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to cat. 


Air. | 


(Ghoſts of ev'ry occupation, &c.) 
Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry age, and ev'ry ſtation, 
| Parſons, juſtices of quorum, | 
1 All with napkins tuck'd before em, E 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt. : 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe, and turkies, 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cuſtards, tarts, and jellies 
Bawling, ſwearing. 
Cutting, tearing, 
Swezting, puffing, 
| Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt. 


RecitaTive. 
Their proweſs row in eating having prov'd, . 
The diſhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd ; 
Z 2 


Again the table ſmiles with wine andi ale, 

And toads and bumpers ev'ry where prevail; 

Some taik, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, fome ſnoring 
lie, 

And {ome with jovial ſongs old- Care defy. 


Aix. 
(Come hither, my country ſquire, &c.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink ; 
Briſk wine ſoon away forrow drives: 
Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly driuk 
Confuſton to bailiffs and wives. 
| Crorvs. 
Sucn ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, 
Such guzzling here you fee ; 
The buck and furr'd gown together fit down, 
And all are good company. 


To enjoy Life while we may, 
I' prove from the ſcripture, is right ; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
Aad he with his doxy at night. 


Crnorve. 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, &c. 
Recirartive. 


But foon the juſcious grape too potent grows: 
Mirth aud good-humour turn to words and blows ; 
Now rogue end cuckold thro” the hall reſound, 
And wi;zs, and canes, and cravats tre the groun2; 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 

end bids tlæ noiſy crew reel home to be. 


Alis. 
(There was a jovial beggar, &e.) 
Let heroes, both by land and fea, 
Their deeds in battle boat; 
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They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moit. 

Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go; 
Then a guttling we will go. 


In ſtory we are told, of one 
An ox ſlew with lus ſiſt; 
nen at a meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious twiſt ! 
Then a guttling, &c. 


If then good eating's fo renown'(, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 

God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriffs and Lord- Mayor, 

When a guttling they do go, do go, do go; 
When a guttling they do go.” 


— — 
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SONG CCLXII. 
The Roast Brrr of Orp Excraxp. 


A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingenicus Mr Hogarth. 


RecitaTi1ve. 

5 AS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth telle, 

Where fad Deſpair and Famine alway 

dwells, 

A meagre Frenchmen, Madam Grandſire's cook, 
As home he iteer'd lis carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good Father Dominick by chance cume by, 
With roſy gl, rcund paunch, and greedy zye: 


- 
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Who, wien he firit beheld the greaſy load, 
His henediction on it he beſtaw'd: 

And as the fohd fat his fingers preis“; 
Heick'd uis chaps, and thus the knight adaliecſs 


Air. 


(A levely laſs to a friar came, & c.) 


Oh rare roaft beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garnifh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury fave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oſt-times decreed 
The theme of Englith ballad; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feeds 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy tate exceed 
Soup-mcngre, frogs, ard ſallad! 


Rrecirarive. 
A helf-larv'd foldier, pale and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had ncver ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gapiug food, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in mall ſtreams along the pavement ftol-. 
He heax'd a figh, which gave Lis heart relief. 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief: 


Ais. 
(Foot's Minuet. ) 


AH! facre Dieu! vat do I fee yonder. 
Dat look fo tempting red and vite? 
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Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 

Dut to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And crucl Fate dis boon denics ; 

In Kindl compaſſion unto my pleadiag, 


Return, and let me feaſt ny eyes. 


ReciTaTivE. 
IIis fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clax, 
M hoſe brazen front his country did betrarv, 
rom Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread, 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
lu blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd : 


Ants. 
(Ellen a Roon.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
2weet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to ru, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy, that ſo light is, 
Jo view thee, by pailfule, runs out at my cyes. 
While here I remain, myvlife's not worth 2 farthing, 
While here I remain, myliſe's not worth a farthing, 
Ah! hard-kcarted Loui! 
Why did I come to vou? 


The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
rom ſtarving. 


RecriTaTive. 
Upon the ground, hard by, poor Sawnev fate, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſerateh'd his rudd y Tate; z 
But when Old England's bulwark he efpy d, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown ide: 
With lifted hand he blcis'd his native place, 
Ther ſcrubb'd himſcli, and thus bewail'd Als caſe, 


(The Broom of Cowden knows. } 
Thow hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was fo blithe of lare, 
To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
O the beef! the bonny bref, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I with J kad a flice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah Charley! hadſt thou not been ſcen, 
This nc'er had happ'd to me; 
I wouls the: deck had pick d miue een, 
Lre I lad LANY 'd wr' dice. 
O the beef! &. 


Rrcirarir. 

But, ſec! my muſe to England takes her fig! 
Where Health and Flenty ſocially unite ; 
Where ſmilin,s Freedom — great George's 

throne, 
And w! peand chains, and tortuxet are not known. 
Tho? Britain's fame in loſtieft ſtrains ſhall ring, 
In ruftic fable give me leave to fing. 


Air. 
As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Bcheld a large ox grazing ver the wide plain, 
He boaſt ed his fize he Bis quickly attain. 
O tlic roaſt beef of Old Eaglaud! 
Aid O ihe Old Engl h roalt beef! 


Then eageriy ſtretching his wen little frame, 

A lamma, who flood br, * a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're fur: 1 to blame,” 
Other aſt bert, &c. 


— 
— 


3 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort ke ventur'd more ſtrong than the firit, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him 
burd. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 

The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 

Whoſe puſſs and bravadoes we need never tar. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To fee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our tabi-, 
The _— may een burſt like the frog in the 
ble. 

O the rogſt beef, &c. 


— — 


SONG CCLXIII. 


Sung by Mrs Pinto, in AxrAKEXXES. 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield ; 
But if the brazen trump=t ſound, 
He burns with conguelt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


SONG CCLXIV. 


E comes, he comes, the hero comes! 
Souud, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the 
drums ; 
From port to port let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore, 
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Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air : 


From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. 


- - — 


SONG CCLXV. 


ARK ! the bonny Chriſt-churck bells, 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, 
They found fo woundy great, 
So wond”rous ſweet, 
And they troll fo merrily, merrily. 


Hark! the firft and ſecond bell, 
That every day at four and ten 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Cries, come to pray'rs ; 
Ard the virger troops before the dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall bell at nine, 
To call the bearers home ; 
But the ne'er a man 
Will leave his cann, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


SONG CCLXVI. 
H. pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 


Who roams o'cr the wat'ry main; 
No treaſure he ever amaſics, | 
But cheerfully ſpends ali his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To Lonour and haneſty true, 
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And wou'd not commit a baſe action 
For power and protit in view. 
Cuoaus. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thro” the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleflings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding : 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubje& to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 

Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 

The various bleſſings of Nature 
In various nations we try; 

No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 

Then why ſhould we, &c. 


SONG CCLXVII. 


EE the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs cr triamph to him ſing. 
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See the godlike youth advance, 
Breath the flutes and lead the dance, 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


SONG CCLXVIII. 


Sung by Mr Beard. 


HO has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs 
know the mill, 


At the ſign of the horſe, at the foot of the hill, 


Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the 


beau, 
Without all diſtinction promiſeuouſly go; 
Where the grave, &c. 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 

Witk ſo plcaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 

That once ou the ever- green bank as I ſtood, 

I'd ſwore ſhe wat Venus jult ſprung from the . 
That once, & c. 


But, looking again, I perceived my mi” ake; 

Tor Venus, tho' fair, has the lHoks of a rake, 

While nothing but vis te and modeity 5 

Thie more beautiful looks ot the laſs uf the mill; 
While nothing, & e. 


Prometheus Qoulc lire, _ tae naces al] fav, 

To enliycu that 'aals which ke medelPd of el av: 
Had Polly been with kim, th ee of ker eve; 
Had fov'd Him the trouble of robbing the Ries: 


Had Pulte, &c. 


„ 
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Siace ſirſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 
can never be quiet; but, do what I will, 

All day and all night I figh, and think ul 
I ithall die if I have not the lais of the mill; 
Al day and all night I figh, and think till 
1 mall die if I have not the las of the mil. 


SONG CCLXIX. 


18 maſonry unites mankind, 
To gen'rous actions _ the ſoui; 
So ſtrict in union we're conjoin'd 
One ſpirit animates the — 
Crorvus. 
'Then let mankind our deeds approve, 
Since, union, harmony, and love 


Shall waft us to the realms above. 


Where-e'er aſpiring domes ariſe, 
Where-ever ſacred altars ſtand; 
Thoſe altars blaze up to the ſkies, 
Thoſe dome's proclaim the maſon's kand. 
Then let, &c. 


The ſtone unſhap'd as lumber lies, 
Till maſon's art its form refines ; 
So paſſions do our ſouls diſguiſe, 
Till ſocial virtue calms our minds. 
Then let, &c. 


Let wretches at our manhood rail; 
But thoſe who once our judgment prove, 
Will own that we who build fo well, 
With equal energy can love, 
Fhen let, &c. 
Aa 
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Thu? ſtill our chief concern and care 
Be to deſerve a brother's name; 
For ever mindful of the fair, 
Their choiceſt favours ſtill we claim. 


Then let, &c. 


From us pale Diſcord long is fled, 
With all her train of mortal ſpite, 
Nor in our lodge dares ſhew her head, 
Sunk in the gloom of endleſs night. 
Then let, &c. 
My brethren charge your glaſſes high 
To our grand maſter's noble name; 
Our ſhouts ſhall beat the vaulted ſky, 
And ev'ry tongue his praiſe proclaim, 
Then let, &c. 


— ä — 
— - — 


SONG CCLXX. 


Sung by Mr SxvuTEs. 


HEN 1 follow'd a laſs that was froward 
and ſhy, 
Oh! I tuck to her ſtuff till I made her comply; 
On! I took her fo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt; 
When hugg'd and hauPd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd ; 
But tho? ſhe row'd all I did was in vain, 
Vet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again. 
Then hoity, toity, 
Whilky, friſky. 
Green was her gown upon the graſs: 
Oh! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. 


hy, | 


HWP PP} +, 
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SONG CCLXXI. 


Py Mr Gar. 


HE charge is prepar d, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow ! ) 
I go, undiſmay'd for death 1s a debt, 
A debt on demand——fo take what I owe. 


Then farewell, my love——dear charmer, adieu! 
Contented I die tis the better for you: 
Here end all diſputes for the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 


SONG CCLXXII. 


OT far from town a country *ſquire, 
An open hearted blade, 
Had long confefs'd a ſtrong deſire 
To kits the chamber-maid, 
To kits the chamber-maid : 
One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 
And all beucath the mulb'ry-tree, 
He ki'3 d the chamber-maid, 
He k1:3'd the chamber-maid. 


The parſon's ſpouſe, from window high, 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, ; 
And toftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
* road? yr the chamber-maid ; 
"hen all was o'er, r Bett 'd, 
Kind Sir, I'm N OY 
That women there will tell your bride, 
You've kifs'd her chamber-maid. 
Aaz2 


- 
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The ii ure eonceiv'd a lucky thong! e, 
That ſhe might not upbraid A 

And initantly the lady brought, 
Vhere he had Kit her maid ; 

Then all beneath the muld'ry-tree 
Her ladyſhip was laid ; 

A nd three times {ſweetly kifs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt like her chamber-maid. 


Next morning came the parſon's wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade, 

I faw your *fquire, ma'am, on my life, 
Great with your chamber-maid. 

When, cry'd the lady, where, and huw * 
I'll ſoon diſcharge the jade: 

Teneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 


Fe Klfs'd your chamber-maid. 


This falſchood, cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 

"Twas I chanc'd Thane to make a ſlip. 
And not my chamber-maid: 

Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was faid, 

And Betty kecps her fervice yet, 
The pretty chamber-maid. 


— — — 


SONG CCLXXIII. 


ATE no more, ye !carned alles, 
"(hint the joys the bowl furpyos: 
S-unl its depth, aud ul vour olafi 1 
Willem at the Lottom Les: 
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Fill them higher, ſtill, and higher, 
Shallow drauglits perplex the brain: 

Sipping querches all our fire; 
Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And when Death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


SONG CCLXEXIV. 
Nan THE Quaxes. 


H' Egyptian queen let others praiſe; 
A charming goddeſs make her : 
A fairer form inſpires my hays, 
In fprightly Nan the Quaker! 


The ſwains, whene'er abroad ſhe's ſcen, 
All haſten to o'ertake her: 

How glad to meet her on the green; 
Such charms has Nan the Quaker! 


She once was walking to the fair, 
When Cupid did miſtake her; 

He thought twas Venus by her air; 
But found *twas Nan the Quaker 


I caught her once full faſt affeep, 
And gently ran to wake her; . 
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L'ſoy' d- to tell might make her weep : 
What charms bas Nan the Quaker! 


A kiſs I ak'd—a fcore ſhe gave: 
By Jove Il] nc'er forſake her! 
But while I live, will live the ſtave 
Of charming Nan the Quaker! 


SONG CCLXXV. 


Sung in the Lond of the Maxos. 


HEN the orient beam firt pierces the 
dawn, 
And printleſs yet gliſtens the dews on the lawn, 
We rife to the call of the horn and the hound, 
And Nature herfelf ſcems to live in the found. 
Repeat it, quick Echo, the cry is begun, 
The game is on foot, boys, we'll hunt dowr 
the ſun. 


The chace of o!d Britons was ever the care, 
Their finews it brac'd, twas the image of war. 
Like theirs, ſhall our vigour by exerciſe grow, 
Till we turn our purſuit to our country's foc. 
Repeat it, ſhrill Echo, the war is begun, 
The foe is on foct, boys, we'll fight down the 
ſun. 


With ſpirits thus fir'd, to flzep were a ſhame, 
Night only approaches to alter the game. 
Diana's bright creſcent fair Venus ſhall grace, 
And from a new goddeſs invite a new chace. 
Be filent, fond Echo, the whifſper's begun, 
The game is on foot, boys, we want not the ſun. 


— —— ACC 


CORY 


SONG CCLXXVI. 


SWEET LITTLE Br. 


HILST pocts for bays, the patriot praiſe, 
Or Scotus with ſcandal beſet, 
By your leave, connoifleurs, I'l cheat the dull 
hours, . 

In fingiag of iweet little Bet. 

In party debate, which way e'cr you prate, 
You're fare to put fome on the fret; 

But who, pray, can blame me, thus to proclaim 
'The merits of tweet little Bet. 


As pleaſant as May, or dawning of day, 

Are Cupid's ſtale baits to his net; 

But I'll never debaſe the dear creature's face, 
By uſing ſuch emblems for Pet. 

What pleaſure's in May? a glut, and away, 
To leave you the loſs to regret ; 

But joys more ſincere abound all the year 


In love-liſping, ſweet little Bet. 


I've found a device, that will, in a trice, 
Your fancies both tickle and whet : 
Conceive, if you can, what bleſt the firſt man, 
And there you've the model of Bet. 

She's good as ſhe's fair, (z2;aurs debonair ; 
No pride, and yet leſs a coquette : 
Quite free, yet diſcreet ; not gay, but yet neat, 
I; good-humour'd, fweet little Bet. 


Oh then, mighty Jore! who, the power of love, 
Too often has felt, to forget, | 
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Indulge this my pray'r with paternal care, 
And bleſ. me with ſweet little Bet. 
Her love, like a charm, would ever diſarm 
Lach poignant affliction I met; 
And ce very bliſs, be doubled by this, 
In ſharing it equal with Bet. 


— — „ « 
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SONG CœLXXVII. 


The Cuore or a Wire. 
N city, town, and village, my faney oft hat!! 


rov'd, 
A Phillis and a Chloe I ev'ry where have lov'd : 
But, tired with varicty, to marriage I'm inclin'd. 
Would Fortune only grant me a partner to my 
mi 
Then I'd go no more a roving, 
But, conſtant as the dove, 
My time I'd paſs, with ſuch a lais, 
In-harmony and love. 
Then I'd go no more a roving. 


I care not for complexion, be ſhe black, brown cr 
fair 


* 
If the has but difcretion, and meaning in her air; 


Her * I would have graceful, to pride and 


olly blind, 
To mind the one thing needful, to cultivate her 


mind. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


An animated furm, where ſenſe and ſweetneis 


move, 


And inaocence, refining the tenderneſs of love; 
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From fcolling, and from ſcandal, I'd have her 
tongue be free, 
And always neat and clean keep her{clfaud family. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


I'd have a juſt decorum in all her actions ſhine, 
With a temper condeſcending to ſuit herſelf and 
mine; 


Of a cheerful diipoſtion, with humour free and 


gay; 
And 3 with a ſong for to paſs an hour 


Then ra go no more a roving, &c. 


It ſhall not be my ſtudy to court a heavy purſe, 
Altho' with that ingredient, ſhe will not be the 
worſe; 
Let modeſty referve be her property and choice, 
Not over fond to cloy, and yet not over nice. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


To heighten my affection, and double all my jay, 
A profpect I . have of a lovely girl or boy; 
Aud cut of what I have, for'ts what I would al- 
low, 
I would charitahle have her, and hoſpit table too. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 


This granted, I would freely my liberty reſign, 
She ſhould give me her heart and hand, and I 
would give her mine: 
mona ch on his throne then unenvy'd ſhould be, 
Fur kome would be a paradiſe with ſuch a girl 
as ſhe. 
Then I'd go no more a roving, &c. 
Con = — — — 
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SONG CCLXXVIII. 


Pixxy-Hovss. 


Y Pinky-Houſe oft let me walk, 
While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
And gaze o'er all her charms ; 
O let me, cver fond, behold 
Thoſe graces void of art! 
Thoſe cheerful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 
In willing chains my heart. 


O come, my love! and bring a-new 
That gentle turn of mind; 

That gracefulneſs cf air, in you, 
By Nature's hand deſign'd: 

That beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt hghted up this flame; 

Which, Ike the ſun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame ! 


Ye light coquets! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art 

How ſeldom it a lover brings ! 
How rarely k-eps a heart 

O! gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That ſweet, that graceful eaſe; 

That bluſhing modeſty that warms; 

That native art to pleaſe! 


Come then, my love! O come along, 
And feed me with thy charms ; 
Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong, 


O til my longing arms! 
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A flame like mine can never die, 


While charms, fo bright as thine, 
So heav'nly fair, fo bright the eye, 
And fill the foul divine ! 


—̃ͤ — __—=_—_—_p_ — — — 


SONG CCLXXIX. 


Corn-Rics ARE BONNY. 


Y Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 
His ſhape is handſome, middle fize; 
He's ſtately in his wawking ; 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe; 
"Tis heav'n to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That fet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; 

That gars me like to fing ſinſyne, 
O corn-rigs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Retuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhouid be granting : 
Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And fyne my cockerneny 
He's free to touzle, air or late, 
Where corn-rigs are bonny. 
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SONG CCLXXX. 
On Mason. 


Tuxt—Shakeſpear's Mulberry-tree. 


I ſons of fair Science, impatient to learn 
What's meant by a Maſon, you here may 
diſcern : | 
He ſtrengthens the weak, gives light to the blind, 
The naked he clothes—he's a friend to mankinc. 
All ſhall yield to Maſonry : 
Bend to thee, bleſt Maſonry! 
Matchleſs is he, who founded thee ! 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


He walks on the level of honour and truth, 
And ſpurns the trite paſſions of Folly and Youth; 
The compaſs and ſquare all his frailties reprove, 
And his ultimate object is Brotheriy Love. 

All ſhall yield, &c. 


The Temple of Knowledge he nobly doth raiſe, 


Supported by Wiſdom, and Learning its baſe; 
When rear'd and adorn'd, Strength and Beauty 
unite, 
And he views the fair ſtructure with conſcious 
delight. 
All thall yield, &c. 


With forti:nd- bleſs'd, he's a ſtranger to fears, 
And, govern'd by Prudence, he cautiouſly ſtcers, 
Lill Temperance ſhes him the port of Content, 
And Juſtice, unaſk'd, gives a Sign of conſent. 


All ſhall vield, &c. 


" on oy Pomona 
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Infpirta by his feclings, ke'll Lounty impart 7 
lor Charity ranges at large in his heart: 

And an indigent Brother, relicr'd from his woc 
Fecls a plealure inferior to him u ho beſtows. 


All thall yield, &c. 

Thus a Maſen I'xe Crawn, and expos'd to your 
view, 

And Truth muſt acknowledge the portrait 
true. 

Then members become: Let's be brothers 22d 
fric mis, 

There's a SECRET remaining will make you 2- 
mends. 


All ſhall yield, Kc. 


SONG CCLXXXI. 


V HAT cheer, my honeſt meſs- mates? 
Ye're welcome all on ſhore. 
We've done our duty bravely, 
And ready to do more. 
Cuoaus. 
We mount up a cliff, we hazard a mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulcat ſea, 
Our king to defend by ſea and by land, 
Our laws and liberty. 


Whate'er we are commanded, 
With courage we obey ; 
And when our foes are baſhful, 
We beckon them to ſtay. 
We mount up a cliff, &c. 
B b 


Wa 


Waen we are on the top-matl, 
And ſpy a fail in view, 

We fre an eighteen-pounder, 
In haſte to bring ker too. 

No caavat; we fpare, but quickly come near, 
In ſpite of the turbulent ſea ; 

For our king we'll defend, &c. 


Now Monſiveurs off are ſtealing, 
Like maggots in a nut; 

We ſcorn ſuch idle dealing, 
So down we bear full butt. 

No canvaſs we ſpare, but tip them a cheer, 
And a prize ſhe's ſure to be, &c. 


On ſhore we want no forming, 
We're one united band ; 
The word being given for ſtorming, 
We fall to cutlaſs in hand. 
We mount up a cliff, &c. 


At home, our peace preſerving, 
May our King happy reign ; 
A conſort ſo rving, 
Will well that peace maintain. 
While doing his beft, O may he be bleſt 
With a royal progeny, 
This Iſle to defend, unto the world's end, 
Our laws and liberty. 


" mw oF 7 \ 
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SONG CCLEXESML 
Taker for Sake of its Tuxz. 


OME, my brave boys, let's away to the 
downs, : 
Set! the huntiman is gone on before with the 
hounds ; 
Sol, well picas' d with his laſt night's nap, 
Nurs making his ears in Thetis' lap. 
Come, come, my boys, 
Let's away to the joys 
Tllat far excel the delights of the doxics: 
This is the ſport 
To which we refort ; 
We never ſpare the hares nor the foxes, tol, &c. 


Sce Diana, with her comely face, 
With bow and quiver, and hunting dreſa: 
To follow in the chace the very — dath know, 
Far does excel young Cupid's bow: 
Let each loving tool 
Then play the fool, 
Courting his laſs with his fighs and his tears : 
We hunt all the day, 
At night ſport and play; 
Till we out - live them for many long years, &c. 


Hark then to Flora! ſes, that is good; 
Rattler he hits it now in the wood; 
Drunkard he doubles it; ſee where ſhe's gene! 
Yonder ſhe ſkulkes it over the lawn : 

Gone, gone away; 

Hark! gone away : 
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Il at's good again; bring them in with a raller. 
Rumper has hit; 5 
Gone thro' the pit: 

Vonder ſlie runs it over the valley, tol, lol, &c. 


See how comely ſhe leads them along; 
Floughman exceeds ti:em all with his tongue: 
Hang that Tattler, hear Low lc rings; 
There is Deauty winding her wings 

Chaunter away; 

Hark! Duxy, hey: 
43 ia's good again; lcok to Rockwood aud 

Carlo! 

Draw back your hounds, 

The ſheep ſtain the grounds : 
What the devil makes thefe footmen to hailuo, &c. 


Hold there again, why ride you fo fall ? 
I warrant old Lady will work her at laſt. 
She's alwoſt ſpent, you may ſce by that; 
Draw back your hounds, ſhe ſurety will ſquat. 
Make good your road; 
Quick be your ſpeed : 
Light from your horſcs, and fave her from tear- 
ing. 
She's up, ha, ha, ha! 
She's up, ha, ha, ha! 
Vonder ſhe runs it, quite out of hearing, tol, & f. 


Come, my brave Lys, this is glorious ſport; 
»Tis fall three korurs finee we had the {tart : 
Wort like the ll courſers that beat in the biiſh. 
na labour all day tg find ont a Dt. 

Sl c's up, up, and up, 

Sr. 


1 up u, an uf: 
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By my faith and my troth there's great pleaſure 
in it. 
Halloo, halloo, halloo! 
Halloo, halloo, halloo ! 
Yonder ſhe's dead! and ſhe's gone in a minute! 


SONG CCLXXXIIL. 
Avis Ronin Gear. 


Introduced in A Fers. New ſet by Dr Fiſher. 


HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and the 
kye at hame, 


And aw the weary warld to ſleep is gane; | 
The wacs of my heart fall in ſhowers from my 
eye, 


When my goodman lies ſound by me. 


Young Jamie lov'd me weecl, and aſk'd me for 


his bride; 
But faving a crown, he had naething beſide, 


To make that crown a pound, my Jamie went 
to ſea; 


And the crown and the pound were baith for 


me: 


He had nae been gane but a year and a day, 
When my father brake his arm, and our cow was 
ſtole away, 
My mither ſhe fell fick, and my Jamie at the ſea, 
And auld Robia you: _ a courting to me. 
3 
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My father eou'd nae work, aud my mither cu 
nae ſpin ; 

[ to:Þ'd day and night, but their bread Icouꝰ nae 
win; 

Auld Robin fed 'em baith, and wi' tears in his ce, 

Said Jeany, for their fake, O pray marry me: 


My Leart it ſaid nay, I bok'd for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew high, and the thip was 3 
wrack, 

The ſhip was a wrack, why did na Jeany dis“ 

And why do I live, to fay wae is me? 


My father urg'd me fair, but my mither did nze 
pear, 

She looked in my face, till my heart was like te 
break ; 

Zo they gied him my hand, tho“ my heart was 


at fea, 


And auld Robin Gray is a goodman to me. 


I had na been a wife but weeks only four, 

When ſitting ſae mouratully at my ain door, 

I ſaw my Jamie's ghaiſt, for I could nac think 
it he, 


Tim he faid, I'm come beck for to marry thee. 


O fair did we greet, and little did we ſay, 

We took but ac kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away; 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm nae like to die: 
And, why do I live to ſay, Wac is me? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and I care na to ſpin, 
I dare na think oꝰ Jamie, for that would be a fin: 
But I'll Co my beſt a good wife to be, 

For auld Robin Gray 1s very kind to me. 


— coos — A — - - 
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5 ONG CCLXXXIV. 


Under the Cxerxwoond Tree. 
Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Colin having much to {uy 

| In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 

And ſeek th* embow'ring ſaade 
And after roving with his mate, 

Where none cou'd hear or {ce ; 
Upon the velvet ground they fat, 

Under the greenwood tree. 


Your charms, ſays Toun, warm my kreaſt, 
What mult I for them give? 

Nor night nor day can I have reſt; 
I can't without you live: 

My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Cou'd you and I agree; 

Oh! fay, You to my wiſh incline, 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwais, 
The wary laſs replies, 

A lad, who muſt not fue in vain, 
Now for my favour tries ; 

He bids me name the facred day ; 
In all things we agree ; 

Then why ſhou'd you and I now fiay 
Under the greenwood tree. 


All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do ; 
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Till to his ſuit ſhe wou'd be kind, 
He wou'd not let her go; 

His love, his wealth, the youth difplay'd, 
No longer coy was the; 

At churcli ſhe ſeal'd the vow ſhe made 
Under the greenwood tree. 


SONG CCLXXXV. 
SPARKLING CHAMPAICNE., 


Sung by Mr Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens. 
E dull thinking fouls, who by troubles are 


That are — alike both to joy and to reſt, 
Adhere to my maxims, I'll teach you the way 
To be ever contented, good. humour” d and gay; 
No remedy's ſurer to bee away 


Than a bumper of claret, or if an cham · 


h 
ſparkling champaigne; 
Than a bumper of claret, or ſparkling, &c. 


Ye lovers, who live by the ſmiles of the fair, 
Whom a frown from your miſtreſs can drive to 
deſpair ; 


Should Jay chance to prove peevifh, ill- natur'd, 


Why, NA. = alone, and ne*er flatter or ſigh; 

Defpiſe all her arts, and forget her diſdain, 

In a bumper of claret, or ſparkling champaigne ; 
Or ſparkling champaigne ; 

In a bumper of claret, &c. 


COP 


W. ben the ha ſpaꝛ d is jealous, or dull, or unkiiul. 
I. et his ſponte give himthis, and ſhe' M ſpeedilyſind, 
His mind, 't ill enliven, his care twill remove, 
And awake in his boſom the traniports of love; 
At a charge fo inviting, what wife can reftain 
From bletfings, the virtue of ſparkling cham- 
aigne ; 

s f ſparkling Champaigne ; 

From blcflings, the virtue, &c. 


— 
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SONG CCLXXXVI. 


Sung by Mr Andrews, at Sadlers-Wells. | 


WAY to the copſe, to the copfe lend away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds, 
]'!] warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See! yonder he fkulks thro? the grounds: 
ITnen fpur your briſk courſers; ſmoke em my 


bloods, 
"Tis a delicate, ſcer.t-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thofe of the woods, 
Betwixt Echo, the hounds, and the horn. 


Each earth, ſee, he tries at in vain, 
The cover no ſafer can find; 

So he breaks it, and ſcowers amain, 
And leaves us at diftance behind. 

O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly; 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn: 

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 
Ciccr up the good dogs with the horn. 


vad row he ſcarce creeps thro” the dale, 
AN parc] from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
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His {peed can no longer prevail, 


Nor his life, can his cunnipg pro * 
Trom our ſtaunch and fleet pac — in vain 
that he fled ; 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn ! 
The farmers with pleaſure Lchold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


SONG CCLXXXVIL. 


Ctiia's Courant. Set by Dr Arne. 


HAT ſadneſs over the plain! 
How droop the ſweet flowrets around! 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain! 
How filent each mutfical found! 
No more the foft late, in the bow'rs, 
the cool ev'nings away; 
Sad fighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


0 he . 228 e's pride, 
is abſence is ſeen; 
n be — our —_— ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green : 
At — — wake, and at fair, 
How Jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
Is joylefs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ? 

No juſtice obligꝰd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible arms: 
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Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life, and of limb; 

The country had ſoldiers enough, 

Nor necded one gentle like him. 


Where. e' er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, 
Kind Heav'n protect him from woes, _ 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſaſety reſtore ; 
In — on his breaſt to complain, 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG CCLXXXVIII. 


Taz Frowms Bowr. 


WII once the gods hke us below, 


To keep it up 
Their goblets . freſh „ a flow, 
Which makes them more divine. 
Since drinking deifies the ſoul, 
Let's pufh about the flowing bowl; 
A flowing bowl, &c. 


The glitt'ring ſtar and ribband blue, 
That deck the courtier's breaſt, 
May hide a heart of blackeft hue, 
Tho” by his King careſt ; 
Let him in pride and ſplendor roll; 
We're happier o'er a flowing bowl. 
A towing bow], &c. 
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For liberty, let patrists rave, 
And damn the courtÞy crew; 
Becauſe, like them, they want to ave 
The loaves and fiſhes too : 
I care not who divides the conl, 
So I can ſhare a flowing bowl ; 
A flowing bowl, &c. 


Let Mansfield Lord Chief Juſtice be, 
Sir Fletcher Speaker {ill ; 
At home let Sandwich rule the ſea, 
And North the Treaſury fill: 
No place I want throughout the whole, 
But one that's near a flowing bowl ; 
A flowing bowl, &c. 


The fon wants ſquare-toes at old Nick, 
And miſs is mad to wed; 
The doctor wants us to be fick ; 
The undertaker dcad. 
All have their wants, from pole to pole; 
I want an ever-flowing bowl. 
A flowing bowl, &c. 


SONG CCLXXXIX. 
Tas InviratIOR. Sung at Marybone-Gardens, 
1 pom re party jangling ſwains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit your plains; 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here mall ſpoil your ſport ; 


Ever welcome to our feait ; 
Welcome ev'ry friendly guett. 
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De it peace, or be it war, 
Both or either, I don't care « 
Prithee Colin, what have you 
Or I with peace or war ta dc * 
Ever welcome to our feaſt ; 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauty's ſummer, Beauty's ſpring, 

In one varying ſcene, we 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow, 
Ever welcame, &c. 


Sprightly widows, come away; 

Laughing dames, and virgins gay ; 

Little, gaudy, fluttering miſſes, 

Smiling hopes of future bliſſes; 
Ever welcome, &c. 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 

Wine inſpiring, beauty warming; 

Rage and party-malice dies; 

Peace returns, and Diſcord flies; 

Emblem of the joys above, 

All is rapture, all is love. 
Comus jeſting, &c. 


SONG CCXC. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


OVE never more ſhall give me pain 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; OD 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if 5 die: 
C 
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Thy beauties did fuch pleafure give, 
Thy love fo true to me; 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My dreary, it thou die. 


If Fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, | 
How ſhall I lonely fray ? 

1n dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, 
In fighs the filent day : 

I n&er can fo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſec ; 

"Then I'll renounce all woman kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. | 


No new-blown beauty fires my breaft, 
With Cupids raving rage; 

But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Mutt all the world engage. 

”T'was this that, like the morning ſun, 
Gave joy to life and me; 

And when its deſtin'd day is done, | 
With Peggy let me die. | 


Ye pow'rs, that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare ; 
You, who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair: 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms; 
Thoſe charms, fo dear to me! . 
Oh! never rob them from thoſe arms; 
I'm loſt if Peggy die! 
D____________ A 
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SONG CCXCT. 


II! why did Jockey gang away, 
And leave his love behind him, 
So far in diſtant climes to ſtray, 
When Jane could never find him; 
Where thund' ring cannons they do roar, 
And drums ſo Toudly rattle ; 
Where verdant fields are all in gore, 
By ſome moſt furious battle. 


Ye guardian pow'rs my Jockey ſave, 
When danger's fix'd around him ; 
For, oh! in arms tis known how brave 
His lairds have always found him. 

There's ne'er a lad in aw the town 
Can boaſt his equal merit ; 

He'll ever fight for England's crown, 
With loyalty and ſpirit. 


Oh! had I known the cruel war 
So long had kept my laddy, 
I'd gang with him, tho? e'er fo far, 
In aw my beſt of pladdy ; 
But, hark! I hear the fifes, the drums; 
Oh! joy beyond exprefling ! 
My lovely ſoldier, fee! he comes; 
PU fly for to careſs him. 


SONG CCXCII. 
Gexrtre Damon. 
ENTLE Damon, ceaſe to woo me; 
"Tis in vain you thus purſue me; 


Sighs and tears can not ſubdue me, 
Ccz 
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Nor can change my conſtant heart 
Young Philaader's gen'rous paſſion 
'Faught me ſirſt ſoft inelination; 

Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion 

Make me act a treach'rous part. 
Ceafe, O ceaſe then, this complaining ! 
Such pertdious arts diſdaining, 

Let bright Honour, onge more reigning, 

To your foul its rays impart. 


S O NG CCXCILE. 
Danmox dp Puotse. By Mr Cunningham. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Wer the ſweet roſy morning firſt pcep'd 
from the ſkies, 

A loud-finging lark bid the villagers riſe ; 

The cowſlips were hxely, the primroſes gay, 

And ſhed their beth perfumes to the 

May; cath. 

The fwains and their ſwcethearts, all rang'd on 
tze green, 

Did homage to Phœbe, and hail'd her their queen. 


Young Damon ſtæp'd forward, and ſung in her 
Praiie, 

And Fhœbe beſtow'd him a garland of bays ; 

May this wreath, faid the fair one, dear lord of 
my vows, 

A crown for true merit, bloom long on thy brows. 

7 be fwains and their focethcurts, all cang's ou 
tic green, 

3 ppro:*222c fone pro fury of Rabe, Weir quired, 
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Mongſt lords and fine ladies, we fl. epherds are 

told, 

The deareſt affections are barter'd for gold; 

That diſcord in wedlock is often their lot, 

| While Cupid and Hymen ſhake hands in a cot: 

At the church, with fair Phabe, fince Damon 
has been, 

He's rich as a monarch ; ſhe's bleſt as a queen. 


„ 


SONG CCXCTV. 
ARK! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 


Salutes the roſy riſing moru, 

| And echoes thro” the dale; 

With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 

| The hounds quick-fcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſuuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can im 

The briſk, high-mettVd, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue ; 

Like h htning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 


And ices the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
Aud to the copſe, for ſhelter, makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunts defcry'd, her fate is near, 

She fees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 
Tue hounds their 2 victim ſeize, 
CI 
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She tants, me falls, tae die: 
The diſtant couriers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 

Till Echo rends the ſkies. 


S ON G CCECY. 
The Tarior and SrwesTRESS. 


Simile Simili gaudet. 
Tavton there was, and he liv'd in a garret. 
Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne 
or claret: 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


Fits work he purſu u without any repining, 

When bleſs'd with a pint of three threads for his 
lining ; 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt crueily treat us, 

With a ſemſtreſs's bodkin deitroy'd his quietus. 


No longer a birth night affords any plcaſure, 

His patterns he ſcatter's, in tatters his meaſure; 

His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell ; 

Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them 
to bell. 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to ſine- draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Who e er finiſh'd without firit beginning a ſuit? 


He viſits the ſempſtreſs with auk ward addreſs, 
Prateſts c2 her k dneſs Lung hi: happineſe; 
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But ſhe ſcoritelly ſneer'd at his iperches and 
wheedie, . 
For ſhe, lack-a-day, was as ſharp as a needle. 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 

Andbevgg'd he mightſoon be intorm'd of his doom; 

Unlels the d content to be ſhortly his wife, 

The Fates thzars would ſoon cut off his remnant 
of life. 


Do you think, cry'd the ſempſtreſs, I'll take for 
a ſpouſe 

One whom no one eſteems three ſkips of a louſe? 

Advance in your favour whatever you can, 

A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating, 

And making fuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peatung ; 

A woman anmarry'd was uſcleſs, he faid ; 

Was juſt bke a needle without any thread. 


When the prieft ſhould have tack'd them toge- 
ther he cry'd, 

For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 

Tho? to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of a goole at the fire. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers fonimble; 

And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than 

| her thimble. 

Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 

That 4 know not kuw 'twas) he cabbag'd ber 
art. 
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Away, hand in hand, to the chapel they went; 

Nor appcar'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent: 

None but Death could the conjugal knot have 
unty'd; 


For croſs- legg'd together they ſat till they dy'd. 


SONG CCXCYE 
In the Be RS Or ERA, by Mr Gar. 
Tuxte—O! Beſſy Bell. 
Cussk attends that woman's love, 
Who always wou'd be plcaſiag: 


The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teazing. 


What then in love can woman do ? 
If we grow fond, they ſhun us; 
And when we fly them, they purſue, 

But leave us when they've won us. 


SONG CCXCVIL. 
OW glorious their virtue, who nobly con- 


trive 
The means to keep freedom and friendſhip alive; 
Who, firmly united, in harmony ling ; 
Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country and 
king : 
All Albions are ſuch, hear the trumpet of Fame, 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 
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Let poor thoughtleſs wretches repair to a club, 
Get kiquor, ym pr and rhaps get a drub ; 
We ne'er let ſuch fools our ty join; 
For love and good-will crown each glaſs of our 

vine. 

Cuoaus. 

You ne'er hear an Albion another deſame; 
Our order 13 happy, and glorious the name. 


The rules we adhere to, are loyal and right: 

An Albion's a patriot, to {peak or to ; 

How bleſt were Old England, to combat her toes, 

If all knew as much as a true Albion knows. 
Crorvs. 

To all foctal virtue we juſtly lay claim; 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


The ladies confeſs, with a ſatisfy'd air, 

That none like an Albion is form'd for the fair; 

A whiſper, a look, and fome moments chit-chat, 

Soon brings on agreement, and love, and 2 
Cuoaus. 

Each beauty*s convinc'd that ſincere is our re: : 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Old Time our ſociety's worth ſhall enrol, 

And Albions be —_ from pole unto pole: 

Now raite up your voices, and che — ing, 

Succeſs to all Albions, aud God fave the king. 
CHorUs. 

As ſpotleſs as ſnow is our ſtory in fame; 


Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Gp * — - - 
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SONG CcxcCvIII. 


Tux Jes. 
3 Jenny, the blitheſt that dwelt on the 


Or trip'd ; it 88 morn on the ; 

Unwounded around her ſcarce lives there a ſwain, 
So winning, ſo gracetul her mein: 

In vain did each ſhepherd his paſũon declare, 
Unmelted the ice in her breaft ; 

For, oft as they breath'd out their anguiſh, the fair 

Reply'd, why, twas all but a jett. 


Young Jockey, a youth that cou'd die and adore, 
* nguage reverſe to Eis heart; 
who prov'd falſe and inconſtant as oft as he'd 
{wore, 

80 y ſkilPd in his art, 

With foft proteſtations approach'd the coy maid, 
And, fighing, his paſſion profeſt ; 

But ſhe, unmoved by aupht that he ſaid, 
Reply'd, why, *twas all but a jeſt. 


Dear Jenny, return'd he, my vows are fincere; 
Jay, read but my flame in my eyes; 
The arrows of Cupid are ſtrangely ſevere; 
Then do not his godhead deſpiſe. 
He told her beſides, at her feet he wou'd die; 
With all that his heart could ſuggeſt ; 


At which the young ſhepherdeſs, — with a 
tgh, 
Cries, Jockey, but do you not jeſt? 


Quiteconquer'd, at laſt, ſhe can triumph no more, 
Zut frankly yields up to the ſwain ; 
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Not doubiing her ſhepherd would always adore 
The charms he had labour'd to gain: 

Severe were the arrows of Cupid, too true, 
She now felt the wound in her breaſt; 

Then forth from the damſel the runaway flew, 
With a faith, I but meant it in jeſt. 


SONG CCXCIX. 


HY ſhould Delia pine and languiſh ? 
Why ſhould grief corrode her breaft ? 
Why, my fair one, ſo much anguiſh ? 
| Why is Damon ſtill careſt? 
Leave the ingrate to his folly; 


Tear his image from your heart ; 
Baniſh gloomy melancholy, 
And let joy its beams impart. 


Damon roves, and tells each fair one, 
| That for her he fighs alone: 
| Thus fond maids are by him undone, 
And like you, are left to moan : 
Steel yourſelf againſt deluſion ; 
Arm your breaſt with Virtuc's ſhield; 
Put the traitor to confuſion, 
And your hand to Daphne's yield. 


Daphne, fraught with ſenſe and truth, is 
Honed, open, bold, ſincere 3 

Reaſon ſays, that he the 

9 let Delia Reaſon 3 
nſtancy's ſo great a Heſſing, 
That you ſhould eſteem the man, 

| Who, a tender love poſſeſſing, 

Dares not Virtue to trepan. 


11 
SONG CCC. 2 
By Mr Gar. 


"1 "= when the feas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts cf wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd ; 

Wide over the rolling billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look, 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook. | 


1 Twelve months were gone and over, 

} And nine long tedious days, 

. Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the feas ? 

1 Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 

And let my lover reſt ; 

| Ah! what's thy troubled motion, - 0 

To that within my breaft. 


The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear ? 

Should you fome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 

You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain, 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
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N eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep. 

To wreck tle wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weer. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with fighiag, 
Each billow with a tear, 
When o'er the white waves ftoopiag, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd, 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head and dy'd. 


SONG CCCI. 
Hu England, old England, for glory re- 


nown'd, 
In arms, as in arts, fo tranſcendantly crown'd, 
"Tis thine, ſtrict honour, no treaties to break; 
Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake ; 
Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point 
the lance, 
And hid the bold cannon hurl thunder to France. 
Cnoaus. 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons! to con- 
queſt purſue : 
For the trumpet of via'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark! Truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail 
The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 


Thy cunning, O France! its own fate will decree: 
Succeſs, lo! . 
d 
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And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 


Huzza, &c. 


Britannia rejoices your ardour to fee ; 

My ſons, fight, ſhe cries ; tis for freedom and me; 

'Tho* Gallic ambition alliance explore; 

You've conquer'd them now, whom you've con- 
quer'd before; 

And Triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall 
ſing, 

The oceau is George's, and George is our king. 

Huzza, &c. 


SONG CCCIL 
Tunz—Geho Dobbin. 
OME, Roger, and liſten to where I hare 
been; 


Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have zeen, 
Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, calPd fair London town. 
O brave Lendon! Q fweet London! 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 


Furſt, you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity ; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple-bar, 
The wax-work pretty. 
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Tune —I made Love to Kate. 


Then they carried me 

To church built by St Paul, 

| "Tho? thouſands I did zee, 

Tas bigger than em all: 

And up the winding ſtairs 
Amaz' d we did aſcend; 

| So many, wounds! I thought 

We ne'er ſhould zee an end: 

1 But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 

When to the top we came ; 

Had you been in my place, N 

Why you'd have done the ſame. 


Tune—Tom loves Mary paſſing well. 
To Guildhall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they Rood always there, 
To bid the French defiance ; 
That when they heard the clock ſtrixe one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
* Fcod I did not like ſuch vun; 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


Tune—Stick a pin there. 
And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 


The lions, the armour, and crown to behold; 
When the ſhow man, at laſt, bid the laſſes ſo fair 


In old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. 


* Tune—My fond Shepherds of late, &c. 


Back to Weſtminſter- abbey we ſtray d, | 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and 
tombs; 
Dd 2 
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But I never aw zince I was made 
Such a number cf deadly high rooms: 
Then the organs play'd up too fo fine; 
What the boys ſung ] underſtood not; 
mg the people 1a chorus did j join, | 
That ia heav'n I thought I was got. 


Tune—The Attic Fire. 


At playhouſe, too, I did adnure 

A man who walk'd upon the wire, 
As tho'f it was the ground ; 

And then, the zails of our mill, 

When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand ſtill, 
So faft he did turn round. 


Tune—Kitty Fell. 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me! unhappy clown ; 
I dreamt of what I had zeen all niglit, 
And early by the morning light 
I left dear London town. 
Charming London f happy London! 
Adieu, dear London town! 


SONG CCCIL 


Sung in the Dorxxa. 
Tuxr—O! Highland Laddie. 


N! ſure a pair was never ſeen, 

So juſt'y :orn: d to mect by natur- 
The youth c:.ceNing fo in mien! 
Tb meid * 4 $I cy 7 green of Fen 
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O! how happy are ſuch lovers, 
When kindred heautics each diſcovers! 
For ſurely ſhe 
| Was made for thee, 
And thou to bleſs this lovely creature! 


So mild your looks, your children thence, 

Will early learn the taſk of duty, 

Tue boys with all their father's ſenſe, - 

The girls with all their mother's beauty; 

O! how happy to inherit 

At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit | 
Thus, while you live, 

May Fortune give 

Each blefling equal to your merit! 


SON G CCCIV. 


Sung in the SAux. 


Bunz of good liquor, 
| Will end a conteſt quicker, 


Than juſtice, judge, or vicar ; 
So fill a ul glaſs, 
Aud let good-humour paſs. 


But if more deep the quarrel, 

Why ſooner drain the barrel, 

Than be the hateful fellow, 

That's crabbed when he's mellow. 
A bumper, &c. | 


D d z3 
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SONG Cccx. 
Sung in tlie Marb or rut Mirz. 


* that's all you want, who tlie plague a be 
ſorry ? 

Tœere better by half to dig tones in a qurrry ; 
For my ſhare, Þ:n weary of what is got by't : 
Sſleſh, be s ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 

coiling, 
Yor're never content, but when folks arc » giling, 
And drudging like horſes, from morning t UM 
night. 


You think I'm afraid, but the difference to hew 
ou, 
Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks too I 
throw you; 
Heneeforward, take care of your matters wha 
will, 
They are welcome to ſlave for your wages who 
need em; 
Tol, lol, de rol, lol, I have purciias'd my freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


SONG CCI. 


Sung in the Carsicious Lovexs. 
JU HEN the the head of poor Tummus was 
By Roger, — play'd at the wake, 


And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 
And wept for poor Tummus's fake ; 
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When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the 'k iquor was charming aud ftout 
O theſe were the times to regale, 


And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as Rings; 
Eack lad in his holiday cloaths, 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
| Win merriment all the day long! 
May the feait of our Colin prove ſuch; 
Odzodks! but I'll join in the ſorg, 
And U'll hobble about with my "crutch. 


SONG CCCVIL 
Kirrr; or, THE FenaLlt PHAETON. 
7 { By Mr Paiox. 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd ; | 

Inflam'd with rage at fad reftraint 
Which wife mamma ordain'd, 

And forely vex'd to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reigu'd. 


Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins? | 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 


And bring home hearts by dozens :? 
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What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boait ; 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 

Whale I am ſcarce a woaft ? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my. fortune try ; 

I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why! 

Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 

Obtain d the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


SONG CCCVILL. 


AMax rial Sons. 


OME, ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 
Bright in future ſtory ! 
Haſte to arms, and form the * 
That leads to martial glo 
the muſquet, point the "FI 
Brave the worſt of 
Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of 4 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rouz'd, 
And her flag is . 

Always finds her ſons difpos'd 
To drub the foe er daring. 


Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed nn 
Pour your na val thunder 


L 309 J 


On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And Arike the world with wonder, 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Honour for the brave to ſhare 
Is the nobleſt booty; 
Cuard your coaſt, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


What if Spain, to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance ; 

All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance. 

Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Manly and united ; 

Danger face, maintain your ground, 
And fee your country righted! 


SONG CCCIX. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


HALL I, waſting in deſpair, 
Die becauie a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
*Cauſe another's roſy are? 
Be the fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry month of May; 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair the be. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; 
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Or, ker worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe with that gooduels bleit, 
As may merit name the beſt; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 

* I will never more deſpair ; 

Tf ſhe love me, this believe, - 

I will die ere the ſhall grieve ; 

If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom fhe be? 


— CY 


SONG CCCX. 


S late the celeftials together were met, 
Invited by Mars to partake of a whet 

Before his deſcent from the ſkies; 

Jolly =—_— who ſcarce had recover'd from 


Occakon' ond by drinking o'er night rather deep, 
us as he open'd his eycs. 


What ous: has happen'd, good Mars let me 
Since Pre been aſleep, mongſt our vot'ries be - 


That you muſt repair to their aid ? 
I thought that Britannia had ſent *croſs the water 
Such terms as could ne'er be refus'd by ber 
daughter, 
And pcace all the univerſe ſway'd. 
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So would ſhe, indeed, (cry'dthe great god of war) 
But France has contriv'd the wiſh d union to mar, 
That baſe and ungenerous foe ; 
Who perſuading the girl to reject ev'ry offer 
Minerva prevail d on her mother to proffer, 
To puniſh the inſult I go. 


And determin'd I am, (by the love which I bear 
To war, and the goddeſs of beauty, I ſwear) % 
Before my return to the ſkies, | 
Such ſlaughter this treache le ſhall know, 
My generous Britons, tho' juſtly their foe, 
Will beg me to pity their cries. 


Since this is the cafe, (reply'd Bacchus) I pray, 
To England repair, without farther delay, 

And at once crufh the pow'r of France— 
Ganymede, fill the glaſſes - but, ere you depart, 
Let's all drink Succeſs to each true Britiſh heart, 

That buras gainſt the French to advance. 


SONG CCCXI. 


Curio prown'D. 


E rofy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice, 

Attend to the carrol I now ſhall produce; 
What ſubject ſo noble to channt o'er our bowls, 
As thaf which we know will make happy our 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs, 2 
And kneel at the feet of each proud forward laſs, 
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The goddeſe of Beauty had long ſtrove ia valu. 
For love, while I've liquor, ſhall ne'er give me 
Pain. 


At length quite enrag'd that a mortal like me 
Should laugh at her power and yet remain free, 
The urchin, young Cupid ſhe bade quickly fiy, 
And never return till he made me comply. 


The youth left Olympus, to old England he came, 
Diſcover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim; 
But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogthead of wine. 
And now there's an end of that troubleſome boy, 
The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy; 

Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt as he will, 
The bottle and glaſs ſaall keep up with him fill. 


— — — — —p—õ I— 


SONG CCCEIL. 


Sung at MazxyBone. 


ELL, if I continue but inthe ſame mind, 
T never ſhall wed, I proteft, 
There's ſomething io ſhucking in all the male 
kind, ; 
That bad my thoughts pictur'd the beſt. 


The nymphs would perſuade, and talk till they 
Vex, a ö 
Love's lure to catch youth in the prime; 
Why if one mutt like the oppolite ſex, 
] think ſeventeen the right time. 


ꝓ—— - 


ꝓ—— — — 
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They tell it as ſtrange, I ſhould be fo anzoy'd. 


At men who were meant for our good; 
But what's in one's nature we cannot avoid, 


I'd be in the mode if I cou'd. 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly. 
If ſcen o'er the plain as I go: 

Why itil let them — at diflance, ſay I, 
Tue men ſhould be always kept ſo. 


Young Colin declares my averſion's a joke, 
And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 


For woman, he fays, never thought as he ſpoke; 
He's mighty obliging, 9 


He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head, 
To kifs me, bat from him I tore; 

Yet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
He could not have trighten'd me more. 


I hope that fuch freedoms he'll neꝰ er agaia uſe, 
My fix'd reſolution to try; 

For ch! I am certain I ſhall not refuſe 
I mean, that I ſhall not comply. 


SONG CCCXIIL 


Oro Exciand's my Toast. 
Sung by Mr Vernon. 
W HO thirits for more knowledge, is 9 


come to roam; 


He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched at 
home; 
E e 
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Who of pleaſure or folly has not had liis fili, 

May quit poor old England when ever be will 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the falt main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough is for me:; 

Where my thoughts I can fpeak, where by birth- 
right I'm free; 

Whatever I wiſh for, now comes at my call; 

T can ſport in the field, or can roar in my hall: 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 

I have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill. 

I feel that I'm y, tho” taxes run high ; 


T want no exot:cs, ſo eaſy am I; 


I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with the 
dead, 


With party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 

Contention I hate, and a 1 love moſt, 

You'll pledge me I'm ſure, Old England's 
my toaſt. 


SONG CCCXIV. 


Tarr NONSTROVS GO SoxG. 


Sung by Mrs Wrighten. 
ESTOW your attention on this little ſong, 


1 If its not very good, it is not very long; 
I flatter myſelf no perſon here grudges 
To give an opinion; you're monſtrous good 


The age pelitician ſtill low'rs on the times, 
On ruin and beggary ringing the chimes ; 


— 
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The free-hearted fellow old Quidnune deſpiſe, 


Who revel like princes, they're monftroufly wiſe. 


"The ladies, gocd creatures, mean all for the beſt; 
Why, if the Freuch come, they thall tug us well 
dreſt 


Encamp'd fo like ſoldiers, hair powder'd and 
fuzzPd, 

To decide which was which, they'd be monftrouſly 
puzzl'd. ö | 

Let no four grey beard deride their intention; 

Any lady among them cou'd vanquiſh a French 


man : 

Sou'd the Monſeurs invade, what with womes 
and men, | | 

They'd be monſtrouſly glad to get fafe back a- 
gain. 


Some diſciplinarians, who ſervice have known, 
Think Britons have ſpirit enough of their own, 
They ſee, with concern, our fair ladies roam, 
And think they'd be monſtrouſly better at home. 
Each night hither flock then, let pleaſure invite, 
Here Venus, Apollo, and Bacchus delight ; 

If I but enjoy the gay ſmiles of this throng, 

I ſhall think this of mine is a monſtrous good ſong. 


SONG CCCXV. = 
E ſportſmen draw near, and ye neun 
too, | 


Who dcligtt in the joys of the field; 
Mankind, tho” they blame, are all cage: as you, 
And no onc the conteſt will yield. 
Ee3 
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His lordſhip, his worſhip, his 3 his grace, 
A hunting continnally go 

Al! ranks and degrees are — in tke chaſe; 
With bark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

* he huſband gets up, at the ſound of the horn, 

And rides to the common full ſpeed ; 

Tue patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game; 
The poet, too, oiten lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies aſter ſame, 


With hark forward, huzza, taily lo. 
While, fearleſs, o' er hills azd o'er woodlands we 


{weep, 
Tho  prudes on our paſtime may frown, 
How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 
Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
For . for paſtion, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degrees are ergaz”4 in tlie chace, 


With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


SONG CCCEVI. 


The Soxs or Nrrruxk. 


HAT cheer, brother tars! our tails are 
all o'er, 


\ 


The high foaming billows diſturb us no more; 
dude Boreas ncyw ruffles the ocean in vain, 
We art clear of the danger attending the main. 
Mov each konne heart take his bottle and laſs, 
For life ie a moment that quickly w vl pags. 
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Since life's but a moment, how ſenſeleſs are they 
Who loĩter and trifle that ſhort ſpace away ? 

We will, my brave boys, our time nobly cmplor, 
For iu _— and wine are the charms that ne*cr 


FEED... * in freedom and pleafure we'll 
aſs, 
Adee wideleft heruintlorered cur gluls. 


Can the 2 ic ſtateſmen, tho? ever fo great, 

Be free the cares and the — late? 
Or can they, like ſeamen, enjoy while they live, 
The pleaſures that honour and honeſty give? 
Tis out of their ſphere, conſcience will interlope, 
But liquor and love are our anchor and hope. 


SONG CCCXVIL 


Witty: A Scorcn Barr. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


ITH tuneful pipe and m lee 
y y Young Wil, ves my heart f 
A blither 3 you could na ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 1 
And Willy's wond'rous bonny ; | 
And Willy * he'll marry me, 
Gia e'er he'll marry ony. 


O came you by yon water-fide, 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily, 


E e 3 


E 
Or came you by von meadow grecu. 
Or h vcu my ſweet M illy. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's, &c. 


Syne now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flow'rs ſpread o'er ilka ficld, 
Ui meet my lad among the broom, 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 
Willy's rare, and Willy's, &c. 


-— — —W— - - - — — 


SONG CCCXVIII. 


Sung in Morus Sutrrox. 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloc's face, 
Tloney upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bade me kifs the place. 


Plcas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart 

The honey on my lips I found, 
'The ſting within my heart. 


— ſ 


SONG CCCXIX. 


DeLia's Paouisk. 


HE happy moments now are near 
When Delia promis'd to be here; 
Calm ftillnefs rules, no zephyrs move, 
The hour is ſoft, and calls to love. 


But hark! there's muſic, 'tis her voice. 
Tis Delia ſinge— ye birds rejoice-: 
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Huſh every breeze, let nothing moge, 
For deareit Delia frogs of love. 


Come, let the foft enchanting ſcene, 
Theſe many walks for ever ub ; 
Let this ight-excluding gr 

| Incline my fair to hear o . 


Cupid is jeatous of his NARS 
come then, this is Hymen's hour : 


Ur Delia does my claim approve, 
This is the hour for joy and love. 


| SONG CCCXX. 
| By Soanmt Jexxyns, Eſq; 


| OO plain, dear youth, theſe tell - tale eyes 
My heart your on 

| But for Hear'n's fake let it ſuffice, 

You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway ; 

Preſs not for what I muit deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


Could all your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love of you? 


Say, would now. uſe that very pow's 
You from her fondneſs claim, 
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To ruin, in one fatal hour, 
A life of ſpotleſs fame? 


Ah! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps you may; 

But rather try your utmoſt ſki 
To ſave me, than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 
Defend, and not purſue ; 

Since, tis a taſk for me too hard, 
To fight with love and you. 


SONG CCCXXL 
Tus Fanmtn's Sonc. 


N a fweet healthy air, on a farm of my own, 
Half a mile from the church, and juſt two 
from a town, 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
e eee as they 


By my freehold, dis true, I'm entitled to vote ; 
But, becauſe I will never be wrong, if I know't, 
PI adhere to no one, till each party agrees; 
But your fine folks at London, &c. 


Tho? fixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 
My Goody's as ancient, yet does not complain; 
From 8 I wear coats of warm 


; 
But your fine folks at London, &c. 


| 
x 
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T ne'cr was at law ia the courſe of my life, 

Nor injur'd a ncighbour in daughter. ur - 

To _— have lent money, but never took 
ev, 

But your fine folks at London, &c. 


I n&er had ambition to viſit the great, 
Yet honour my king, and will itand by the ſtate, 
By the * and dear freedom, in all its de- 


grces | 
But your fne folks at London may do as they 
pleaſe. 


SONG CCCXXIL 


Praro's Apvics. 


AYS Plato, Why ſhould man be vain, , 
Since bounteous cavern hath made him great? 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate?ĩ 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, _; 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown 


Give health, or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſceptred king, the burden'd ſiave, 5 
The humble and the haughty die; © 
The rich, the , the baſe, the have, 
In tu, Wi 'diftia&ion lie, 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, "2 
Who once the greateſt titles bore ; Do 
"heir wealth zud glory are bereft, 
And all their hoaeur is uo more. 


ae 


So flies the meteor thro” the fici-e, 
And ſpreads along @ gilded train; 
When ſhot, 'tis gone, its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial fouis, 
Let friendſhip reign while here we lay; 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
For when Jove calls, we mult obey. 


SONG CCCXXIIL 


Sung at RanEL4GH. 
NE Midſummer morning when nature 
O lock'd gay, . 


The birds full 1 ide and the flocks full of play; 
When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from a- 


bore, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love: 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 
wht adn you may icold if you 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
doubt ; : 

A woman, alas! would be nothing without. 

I went to'ard the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd oer the words I intended to ſay; 

But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 

Bleſs ny 2 naw I cry'd, huff em rarely 1 


The miller to market that inſtant was 
The work was all left to the care of his ſon; 
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Naw tho? I can ſcold well as any one can, 

Yet I thought 'twould be wrong to ſcold the 
young man. 

I fail, I'm furpris'd you can ufe me ſo ill; 

Sir, I 2 my corn ground, I muſt and I 


Sweet maid, cry'd the yoath, the negleR is not 
mine, 

No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine, 

There's no ene more ready in pleaſing the fair, 

The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare: 

But hark how the birds fing, and fee how they 
ball! 

Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and I will. 


My corn being done, I to'ard home bent my 


way; 

He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay, 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 

had hoe faite be tering Git nt tribe 

And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ſtill, 

So —_— that I've lik'd him, and'Vke him I 
will. 


I often ſay, Mother, the miller rn huff; 
r 


enoug 
And ſcarce à day paſſes, but, Lb 6 
I ſteal a fly kiſs from the youth I _- 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh PII fulfil; 


And PI'Il anſwer, Oh yes, with a hearty good 
will. 


11 


SONG CCCXXIV. 
Sung in cymon. 


F ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſv wiſe, 
Tho“ great and important his truſt is; 


His hand is unſteady, a =y of black eyes 
Will kick up the balance of juſtice. 


If his — are ſtrong, his judgment ** 
we 
For love thro” his veins will be creeping 
And his worſhip, when ncar to a round pra 
cheek, 
Tho' he ought to be blind, will be peeping. 


SONG CCCXXV. 


Sung in the RrGiSsTEA-Orricx. 


Me pretty Mogg, you're as ſoſt as a 


And wild as a Kitten, and wild as a kitten : 

Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe) 

Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot 
ſmitten. 

For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 

Your hilly-white hand is, your lilly-white hand is: 

Your ſhape's like a pail ; from your head to your 

tail, 

You're ſtrait as a wand is, your ſtrait 2 a wand is, 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
Aodieck ae the Snlh. ao ihe code Gree 
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Yoar breath is as tweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 

When dreſs'd ia your boddice, you trip like a 
goddeſs, 1 

So nimbly, fo friſky ; fo nimbly, fo friſky; _ 

A kiſs on your check (tis ſo ſoft and fo fleek) 

Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me 
like whitky. | 


I grunt and I pine, and ſob like a ſwine, 

Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 

No reſt can I take; and, aſleep or awake, 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 

Your hate then give over; nor Dermot, your lover 
So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle ! 

Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 

Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


- - — a * 


| SONG CCCXXVI. 


| Faixy Sous. 
| ITTLE fairy, ſuccour lend, 


| You e'er now have been a friend; 
When you're fipping like a bee, 
Think, I pray you, think of me; 
You, for aid, I call upon, 

Spouſe of Mab, ſweet Oberon! 


Hear me call, and cure love's ſmart, 
Sooth the torment of my heart; 
Cool my boſom's am'rous fire, 

Or extinguiſh all defire : 

Peace and joy with Damon's gone; 
Come then, * 9 
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Zo, may acorns, full of dew, 

very night be ſet for you; 

So, may glow- worm lift its head, 

Fo liglt where-e'er you with to tread; 
By your art, were Damon won, 


What your praite, fxcet Oberon! 


SONG CCCXXVIL 


VarintTy. 


SK yon, who is ſinging here, 
Who fo blithe can thus appear? 
I'm the child of joy and glee, 
And my name's Variety. 


Ne'er have I a clouded face, 

Swift I change from place to place, 
Ever wand'ring, ever free, 

Such am I, Varicty. 


Like a bird that ſkims the air, 
Here and there, and ev'ry where; 
I fip my pleaſures like the bee, 
Nothing's like Variety. 


Love's ſweet paſſion warms my breaſt, 
Roving love but breaks my reſt, 

One good heart's enough for me, 
Tho” my name's Variety. 


Crouded fcenes, and lonely grove, 
All by turns I can approve: 
Fullow, follow, follow me, 


Friend of life, Variety. 
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SONG CCCXXVIIT. 


Youxs Cotix. 


O court me, young Colin came many a mile, 
And oft by my fide he has ſat; 
tis meaning I often requeſted to know, 
And wonder'd what he wou'd at: 
To gain me he ſaid many pretty ſoft things, 
Deſcribing the height of his paſſion ; 
When often f ve bid him to hold his fool's tongue, 
Tho', faith, twas againſt inclination. 


I could not help laughing ſometimes I declare; 
He ſwore he lov'd beyond meaſure ; 

He'd kiſs me, and bghing, he'd kiſs me again, 
Aud faid I was his whole pleaſure : 
vVuen I bid him forbear, my heart it ſaid no, 
"was not in my pow'r to deny; 

And when he req <A we if I'd be his wife, 
That moment I thought I ſhou'd die. 


The girl that ſays no, never meant it as ſo; 
Tho? ſeemingly prudiſh or by ; 

She may ſay what ſhe will, but cannot diſows, 
That No the word Yes does imply: 

Oft times, as he walk'd, he wou'd tell a love tale, 
And vow, that for me he ſhou'd die; 

But rather than ſuch a miſchance ſhou de 5 hap, 
I thought I'd much better comply. 


My heart all the time how it play's pit - a · pa:! 
The minute he urg'd his requeſt ; 
And if to be teaz'd, I thought any more, 
I: wou'd, to the purpoſe, be bet : 
F 2 


11 


To the church in the villuge next morntug * 


Went, 


All ronſenſe being over and done, 


2 


The prieſt at the altar united our hands, 


— 


And Colin and I were made one. 
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SONG CCCXXIX. 


Hz'tr STEAL YOUR TENDER Hearts away, 


—— . — ee te 
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Sung by Mrs Warrel. 


B* moſſy brook and flow'ry plain, 
I fondly ſcek my ſhepherd fwain ; 
Tell me, ſweet maidens, have ye ſeen 
The gentle Damon on the green; 
Avoid the danger while you may, 
He'll ſteal your tender hearts away. 


erſuaſion ſmiles whene'er he ſpeaks, 
And roſy dimples deck his checks, 
Blooming as Health, as Hebe fair, 
Tue graces twine his auburn hair, 
Loves in his ſunny eye beams play, 


That ſtole my tender heart away. 


Sweet wreaths of flow'rs he wove for mc. 
Laſt night beneath the hawthorn-tree 
feu itching are his tales of love; 

Prop e, may they ever prove; 

For Damon, gentle, kind, and gay, 
as ſtole my tender heart away. 


—ů — = 
— — nn —_—— ow - 


* 


WS :- BY 
NG CCCNEFA. 


Dax DRTLIA. 


Dy Me Hawkins. Set by Mr J. Shield, 


ET poets praiſe the paſture mead, 
The moſs-clad hill, the dale, 
The thepherd piping on the reed, 
The maid with milking pail; 
The lark, who ſoars on pinions high, 
With 1 note; 
The ſheep, the herd, the butterfly, 
The friſky fawn, the goat. 


The bubbling brook, the grot, the grove. 
The blooming flow'rs fo gay, 

The wood, the brake, the ſweet alcove, 
Or ſmilipg dawn of day; 

While I a loftier theme rehearſe, 
And think on theſe no more, 

But praiſe, in fond and faithful verſe, 
Dear Delia I adore. 


Her ſkin is like the lily white, 
Her cheeks red roſes are; 

Her eyes outſhine the ſun-beams light, 

Her ſhape moſt debonair : 

Her manners mild as turtle-dove, 

In ringlets flow her hair ; 

She looks, ſhe is the queen of love, 
And faireſt of the fair. 


Her breath like ſpicy odours fweet 
Which ſcent the 1758 clime; 
3 


1 
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[ler mind, her ways are ail complete, 
Aud tource of all tuliimne. 

L dwelt with her thro” life's ſhort ſpace. 
And view her heavenly charms, 

Are all the joxrs I with to trace, 
Thea die within her arms. 


— - — . 


S OMG CCCXXXI. 
Do, ir you Dare, 


Sung by Mr Kear. Set by Mr Dibdiu. 


ENEATII yonder hawthorn that blooms i: 
the ſhade, 
All lovely as Venus, I met a fair mail ; 
Her name was Celinda, and words are too faint, 
Her ſweetneſs, her eaſe, or her beauty to paĩut; 
I attemptec. to raviſh a Kiſs from the fair, 
But, enrag'd, ſhe repulſs'd me with, Do, if you 
darc! 


This repulſe did but add to the joys, that before, 
From ezch ſmile, from each dimple, had fir d me 
o'er; 
Tranſported with paſſion, I kneePd, ſigh'd and 
ray d, 
And ſwore I ſhould die if my bliſs was delay'd: 
But pray'rs nor entreaties could move, for the fair, 


When I offer'd a freedom, cry'd, Do, if you dare ! 


I now chang*d my tone, ſaid that wedlock ſhould 


prove 
How ſincere were my vows, and contlant my love: 
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That the parſon our hands and our hearts ſhalt 
Unite, 

And Hymea the labour of Cupid requite; 

Sue, bluſhing, look'd down with delight in her 


air, 
And, in faultring confuſton, ery'd, Do, if you 
dare! 


At her word then I took her, with rapture ta pruve, 
Lat we dar'd to be conltant, it guided by love; 
er ſcruples are baniik'd, my mind is at caſe, 
And I reed but requeſt it, to kiſs when I pleaſe; 
For often Pre heard her with pleaſure d-ciarc, 
That ſhe'd ne'er be averſe, nor crr, Do, it you 


dare! 


—— — OOO — EIOAIOrnoe none 


SONG CCCXXXII. 


Sung in ARTAXERXES. 


ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor with rancour, never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th” oppreſt. 


Heav*n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 
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SONG CCCXXXIII. 


Sung in the Papbrocx. 


N vain you bid your captice live, 
While you the means of lie deny: 
Give me your ſmi'es, your withes gie 
To him who muit without you die. 


Striun's from the ſun's enliv ning beam, 
Did flow'rs retain their fcent and hue ; 

Its ſource dry'd up, bid Row the ftream, 
Or me exilt, depriv'd of you. 


SONG CCCXXXIV. 
Two STrinGs To Oxe's Bow. 


Sung by Miſs Thornton. 


HO” by Colin I now am forſaken, 
No willow my temples ihz!! bind; 

Tho' in one I by chance am miſtaken, 

Another I hope will prove kind : 
Young Colin wou'd leave me m forrow, 

Yet this I wou'd have him to know, 
From him this good maxim I borrow, 

"Tis beſt t' have two ſtrings to one's boy, 


I own his bright eyes were my pleaſure, 
When Love from their beams imil'd on t; 
I own he was once all my treaſure ; 


But I'll be as ſickle as he: 


- ———— . — 2 — - o— 
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Young Damon can cnre all my forrw ; 
And this I wou'd have you to know, 
From the men this good maxim I borrow ; 
They've always two ſtrings to their bow. 


Learn ladies to ſcorn the falſe rovers, 
Who fhun you, becauſe you are true; 
Prove conſtant and kind to your lovers, 
Only while they prove conitant to you: 
For a falſe one *tis folly to languiſh; 
Then, attend to my counfel, and know, 
To avoid all ſuch pining and anguiſh, 
I make fure of two ſtrings to my bow. 


SONG CCCXXXV. 
BritHt Sandy. 


By Mr Hawkins. 


Y Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on Tay; 

He tends his ſheep on verdant plain, 
And cheers me all the day: 

For, oh! he is ſo blithe a lad, 
A buther canna be, 

Whene'er he's nigh, my heart is glad, 
For dearly he loves me. 


As on a moſſy bank we ſat, 
Beneath a fragrant thade, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on lis bagp! pes play d: 
For, oh! he is { bluthe, &c 
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IIe calls me his dear lite and care, 
And his on Moggy too; 
IIe vows by all that's good and fairs 
To me he will prove true : 
For, oh! he is fo blithe, &c. 


Then I will prize my loving ſwain, 
And yield to be his wife; 
Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſt for life: 
For, oh ! he is ſo blithe, &c. 


—— — 


SONG CCCXXXVI. 
Taz Cauriox. 


F Kitty's charms young Johnny took, 
So eager he for billing ; 
When lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
Ta ſhow her pow'r of killing: 
The ſhepherd briſkly chang'd his tune, 
And ery'd, Coquette remember, 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll with for in December. 


Young Johnny ſoon met Philomel, 
Good-natur'd, blithe, and benny; 
ne ſooth'd the love-ſick ſwein fo wall, 
Preude Kate's forgot by Johnns. 
Coquettes take warring, change your tune, 
Fnis woeſul truth remember, 
The lover you refuſe in June, 


You'll with for in December. 
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Alas! poor Kate, with ſcy the ſo ſharp, 
"Time o'er the forehead ftruck her, 
And now, her charms begin to warp, 
She's in a piteous pucker. 
Coquettes, take warning, change your tune, 
This woeful truth remember, 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll with for in December. 


SONG CCCXXXVII. 


Tas Female HunTrs. 
Sung by Miſs Thornton. 
A Sweet · ſcented beau and a fimp'ring young 


Cit, 
An artful attorney, a rake, and a wit, 
Set out on the chace, in purſuit of her heart, 
Wnilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at their art, 
Ard rouz'd by the hounds, to meet the ſweet 
morn, 
Tantivy, tantivy, tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echo- 
ing horn; 
The echoing horn, the echoing horn, the echo- 
ing horn, 


Tantivy, the follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wit {wore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble, ſet out on the chace; 
The cit with exactneſs made up his account, 

The rake told his conqueſts how vaſt the amount ; 
Sue laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the 


morn, 


Tantivy, the follow'd the echoing horn. 
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Their clamorous noiſe rouz' da jolly young ſwain; 
Hark forward, he cry'd, then bounc'd over the 
lain ; 
He diſtanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble, and beau, 
And won the fair nymph, with hollo, hillio; 
Now together they ling a ſweet hymn to the 
morn, 


Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


SONG CCCXXXVIIL. 
Abvick To Tas Faris. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


F you're not too proud for a word of advice, 
In your choice of a huſband, girls, be not 
too nice; 

What with manning our ſhips and protecting our 
ſhore, 

You cannot have lovers, as once, by the ſcore: 

If you wiſh to be married, your pride muſt come 
down ; 

What a ſmile can procure, do not looſe by a 
frown 


The time it has been, it will ne'er be again, 

When a legion of lovers I had in my train; 

They were pleas'd with my fing-fong ; I laugh'd 
at them all, 

For one was too ſhort, and another too tall, 

Or too plump or too flender, too young or too 


old, 
And this was too baſhful, and that was too bold. 


E * 1 
All you who're in bloom, and who Hymen im- 


lore, 
Since * may not wait till the wars are all o'er, 
Reſemble the willow, be gentle and bend; 
Take pains for a lover, as you wou'dfor a friend; 
Look once at his perſon, but twice at his mind; 
Jake kim ſoon at his word, tho' you bluſh, yet 
be kind. 


Expect not a crowd of admirers to fee, 

Rich, handſome, and courtly, and all they ſhould 
be; 

The times are ſo bad, and ſo chang'd 1s our lot, 

That a man that's worth having is hard to be got; 

Chuſe quick, or you'll rue it the reſt of your lives; 

You may flouriſh as toaſts, but you'll never be 


wives. 


SONG CCCXXXIX. 


Taz Boxxy Salton. 


Y bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My heart is now with him at ſea; 
I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me : 
I wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone, 
What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 
From France and Spain my failor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When Fancy brought the foe in view; 
And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leſt ev'ry gale a 88 blew: 
8 
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Briug, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee; 
Three years are ſure enough to roam; 


Too long for one that loves like me. 


tis face, by ſultry climes, is wan, 

His eyes, by watching, ſhine leſs bright; 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, 

And run to mect him, when i in ſight: 
His honeſt heart is what I prize; 

No weather can make that look old ; 
Tho? alter'd were his face and eyes, 

PU love my jelly failor bold. 


SONG CCCXL. 


| Poor Ton! 
Sung by Mr Banniſter, in the WarEZMAN. 


HEN farewell, my trim built wherry ! 
Oars and coat, and badge, farewell! 
Never more at Chelſea Ferry 
Shall your Thomas take a ſpell; 
Then farewell, my trim built, &c. 


But, to hope and peace a ftranger, 


In the battle's heat I go; 
Where, expcs'd to every danger, 
Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 


Then, mayhap, when homeward ſteering, 
With the news my meſs-mates come 
Even you, my ſtory hearing, 
With a ſigh, may cry, Poor Tom! 


TOM ELKI_I)MAA ———— — — —ç—7ꝙ%—ꝙp 
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SONG CCCXLI. 
« 
Saxdy or's THE Lee. 


Sung by Mrs Wrighten at Vauxla!!. 
1 WiInxA pany ony man but Sandy o'er the 


I winna — man but Sandy o'er the Lee; 

I winna ha'e the dominie, for geud he canna be; 

But I will ha'e my Sandy lad, my Sandy oer 
the Lee, 

For he's aye a-kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a-kiſſing me; 

He's aye a-kifhog, kiſſing, aye a-kiſfiog me. 


I will _ have the miniſter, for all his Godly 
ks; 

Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wilyeroo! 

I will not have the plowman lad, nor yct WIL 1 
the miller; 

But I will have my Sandy lad, without a penny 
filler ; 

For he's aye a-kiſſing, kiſſing, &c. 


J will not have the ſoldier 2 for he gangs to 


the war; 


1 will not have the ſailor lad, becauſe he {meiis 
of tar; 

I will not have the lord nor laird, for all their 
mickle gear; 

But I will have my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er 
the meir : | 

For he's aye a-kiſſing, kiſſing, &c. 
= D—— —_—_—_—_—_—_—_—— —˙i . 
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SONC CCCXLI:. 


THz gcgen Snapts of VAUXHALL, 
Sung by Mrs Wrighten. 


OW Flora reſumes her gay reign, 
The meadows to paſtime invite; 
The wood-nymphs all joyful are ſeen; 
New vcrdure cheers {weetly the ſiglit: 
Quit the duſt and the noite of the town, 
N. the play-houſe, the op'ra, and ball; 
lay's goddeſs your pleaſurts fhall crown, 
9 the echoing ſhades of Vauxhall. 


De ſong, love, and wine your deſire, 
Each ſep' rate enjoyment you'll find; 
S:reet ſongs ſhall new rapture inſpire, 
And the nymphs will be prudently kind: 
In the catch merry Momus ſhall laugh, 
Plithe Bacchus attends on your call, 
While your miſtreſs in nectar yon quaff, 
Ia the echoing ſhades of V auxhall, 


For life's but a jelt and a ſpan, 
As tle pocts and morallſts ting, 
So enjoy it, ye Fouths, while ye can; 
iemember old Time's on the wing: 
Then haſte to this paſtoral ſcene, 
Where Flar:mony charms with her call, 
Wale Flcaſure prefides as the queen 
Oer the echuing f. ades of Vauxhall. 
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SONG CCCXLIIL 


N yonder ſtyle, 
Let's fit a while, 
To hear the nightingale ; 
« The lazy moon 
Will get up ſoon, 
And ſilver o'er the dale. 


The pangs I feel, 
I can't conceal ; 
The tender tale 

I muſt reveal; 


On yoader ſtyle, &c. 


<< XXIEXERES 


* 
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SONG CCCXLIV. 


New Naval SoxG and Chokus. 
INCE diſcord ftill rages, we'll plow the ſalt 


main, 

And brave all the navies of France and of Spain; 
May ſummer its trophics like winter diſplay, 
May we chace, like bold Rodney, by night and 

by day. 

_ CrHorvs. 

From ſea to ſea, from eaſt to weſt, boys, follow 

France and Spain, 
Nor let them have a moments reſt, till all is peace 


again : 

Purſue your ſtroke, they fink! they fly! the 
bloody flag diſplay ; 

*Tis ours to conquer or to die; they ſtrike, my 
boys, huzza! 
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As the Lion of Britain is rouz'd from his trance. 
Take care Dons of Spain, and ge Monſicurs of 
France; 
From the north to the ſouth let your thunders 
be hurt'd, 
And vengeance ſhall puniſh the fozs of the world. 
From fea to fea, &c. 


We'll give the raſh Spaniard, I warrant, his due: 
They _ pay all our coſts with the wealth of 
ern ; 
Ship to ſhip, hand to hand, boys, let's ſtick to 
their ſtuff, 
Nor give up the fight, till they cry, they've enough. 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 


When Bourbon ſubmits, and implores us to peace, 
Then hate and hoſtility quickly may ceaſe ; 
An Engliſhman ſpares when the enemy's down ; 
When the flag is once ſtruck, ſhall our mercy be 
wn. 
From fea to ſea, &c. 


Till then, bloody war muſt continue to rage, 
Our ſhips, ſpite of darkneſs and ſtorms, ſhall en- 


gage? 
We can never ſhake hands with France or with 
Spain, 
Till Britain's acknowleg'd the lord of the main. 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 
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SONG CCCXLV. 


Nuxc EsT BiBtxpun! 
By G. A. Stevens. 
 Texz— Mocer Lauts. 


OW we're free from college rules, 
From common-place-book reaſou, 

From trifling ſyllogiſtic ichools, 

And ſyſtems out of ſcaſon; 
Never more we'll have defin'd, 

If matter thinks, or thinks not; 
All the matter we ſhall mind. 

Is—he who drinks—or driaks not. 


Metaphyſic'ly to trace, 
The mind or foul abſtracted; 
Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected ; 
Better ſouls we can't become 
By immaterial thinking ; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 

Are learned words, and rare too ; 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 

And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too : 
A pleaum in our wine we ſhow, 

With plus and plus behind, Sir, 
And when our cath is minus, low, 

A vacuum ſoon we find, S:r. 
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Copernicus, that learned ſage, 

Dane Tycho's error proving, 
Declares in—T can't tell what page 
The earth round Sol is moving: 
But which goes round, what's that to us 

Each 1s, perhaps, a notion ; 
With earth and ſun we make no fuſs, 
But mind the bottle's motion. 


Great Galileo ill was us'd 
By ſuperſtitious fury; 
Antipodeans were abus'd 
By ignoramus jury: 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy ; 


For, when we're drunk, probatum eff, 
We're tumbling topſy turvy. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 

And different colours knew, Sir ; 
Don't let us diſturb our heads, 

We will but ftudy two, Sir : 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and refraction ; 

After him we name our toaſt, — 


„The Centre of Attraction.” 


On that theſis we'll declaim, 
With flratum ſuper ſtratum ; 

There's mighty magic in the name, 
Tis nature's poſtulatum : 

Wine in nature's next to love; 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 

Firſt tho'—phyſically prove, 
That Nunc, nunc eft Bibcndum 


! 
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SONG CCCXLVI. 
Tut Kinc's Heap Taveas. 
E bucks of true taſte, who delight in choice 


wine 

To the King's Head repair, for your guide be 
that ſign, 

Where each entertainment politeneſs afforda, 

Nice eating, good liquor, good looks, and good 
words : | 

Our hoſt and kind hoftefs gay welcome each gueſt ; 

Thro' the north not their marrow, by all is con- 
feſt; 

Happy pair! for their healths thus we jollily ſay, 

When we charge for the king, may his head 
bear the ſway. 


Come, Bacchus, a bumper, bring Humour, thy 
friend ; 

Come Harmony ſocial, in chorus attend; 

Regardleſs of party, of care, and of pain, 

We'll drink ourſelves mellow and ſober again: 

Time calls, ſays the watchman ; pho! mind not 
the hour ; 

We have pow'r to drink, ſo we'll drink to our 
pow'r ; 

Each glaſs ſhall a toaſt crown, and now we will 
ſay, | 

Let's charge for the king, may, &c. 


See, ſome folks for glory thro” foreign lands 


roam; 


Contented we'll fit here, good neighbours at 


home; 
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As to this or that iiland, or that or this coaſt, 

Or what France has gut now, or what Spain has 

loſt ; 

On the man who's beſt meant, our beſt wiſhes at- 
tend, 

As ſubjects, as countrymen, Britons, and friends; 

As ſubjects, as Britons, as friends we will ſay, 

When we charge for the king, &c. 


In vino eft veritas, that's our deſign, 

Since in wine there is truth, we'll be true to our 
wine; 

The man who refuſes, in order, his glaſs, 

His colours wou'd fly from, and fall from his laſs: 
My toaft then, companions, pray bumper about, 
With our foes or our friends may we never give 


out, 

But ſt and firm to all—Amen, let's all ſay; | 

Then charge for the king, may his head bear the 
ſway. 


SONG CCCXLVIL 


Set by MF Hupsox. 


'K7 AKE! gentle Sylvia, wake and ſee, 
The beauteous dawn of day; 
Shake Morpheus off, and come with me, 
To hail the firſt of May. 


Behold the crimſon bluſhing morn, 
Now clad in bright array ; 

And Phœbus' golden beams adorn, 
The lovely firſt of May. 


0 


19 


Come then my Sylvia, come and ſee, 
No longer make delay; 

Come view the ſweet felicity, 
That crowns the firſt of May. 


Should'ſt thou appear, fair excellence, 
And crouds but thee ſurvey ; 

Charm'd with thy beaming innocence, 
Forget the firſt of May. 


And will no longer garlands wear, 
In honour of the day ; 

But hail thee miſtreſs of the year! 
And crown thee queen of May. 
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Ts thee their offspring they will bring, 
To thee their homage pay; 

And when appears each annual ſpring, 
Announce thee queen of May. 


S ON G CCCXLVIIL. 


Taz Maid is Bepiam. 


NE morning very early, one morning in the 
ſpring, 
L heard a maid in Bedlam, who mourafully did 
fing ; | 
Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, while ſweet- 
ly thus ſung ſhe: 
I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


O! cruel were his parents, who ſent my lovetaſea! 
en ſhip which bore my love from 
5 | 


v 
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Vet I du love his parents, altho* they've ruiucd 
me, 


And I love my love, &c. 


O! ſhould it pleaſe the pitying pow*rs to call me 
to the ſky, 

Pa claim a guardian angel's charge, around my 
love io fly; 

To guard him from all dangers, how happy 
ſhould I be ! 

For I love my love, &c. 


I'll make a firawy garland, I'll make it wondrous 
fine, 

Withrofcs, lilies, daſies, I'll weave the eglantine, 

And I'll preſent it to my love, when he returns 
from ſca; 

For I love my love, &c. 


Ol if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaſt ; 

Or if I were a nightingale, to ting my love to reſt; 

To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ſhould 
be ; 

For I love my love, &c. 


O! if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky, 

I'd gaze around, with piercing eyes, where I 
my love might ſpy ; 

But, ah! unhappy maiden, that love you ne'er 
ſhall ſee; 


Yet I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves 
nds 
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SON OG CCCXLIX. 


IIes rig THE Har. 


Ons on ſhepherds, in ruſt cal reundlaye, 
\ Forme lon 8 and whinled on reeds, 
dung to fulace young n7mplgeupon hollidays, 
Are top unworthy for wonderful deeds : 
Sottiſh S:lenus, to Phebus, the genius, 
Was ſent by dame Venus, a ſong do prepare; 
In grow ricely coin'd, ard verſe quite — 
3 
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o the Rates divine hunted the hare. - 


Stars, quite tir'd with paſiimes ol ympical, 
Stars and planets, that beautiful ſhone, 
Could no longer endure, that men only ſhall 
Swim in pleaſures, and they but look on; 

Round about horned Lucina they ſwarm'd, 
And her informed how minded they were; 

Each god and goddeſs, to take human bodies, 
As lords and ladies, to follow the hare. 


Chaſte Diana applauded the motion, 
While pale Proſerpine fat in her place, 
To guide the welkin, and govern the ocean, 
While ſhe conducted her nephews in chaſe, 
By her example, their father to trample, 
The earth, old and ample, they ſoon leave the air; 
Neptune the water, and Wine liber pater, 
And Mars the ſlaughter, to follow the hare. 


Young god, Cupid, was mounted on P 
Borrow'd of the Muſes, with kiſſes and pray'rs ; 


Stern Alcides, upon cloudy Caucaſus; 
a 8 * 7's proudly him bears; 


* 
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Poſbilian 0 the ſev, niml'le heel'd Mere, 
Made his courfer fv as fwilt as the tr; 

While tuneful Apollo the chaiſe did follow, 
And whoop'd and hollow'd, boys, after the harc. 


Drown'd Narciiſus, from his metamorphoſis, 
Rouz'd by Echo, new manhood did take; 
Snoriag Somnus upſlarted from Cimmarics, 
Before, for a thou ſand years he did not awake; 
There was club-footed Mulciber, booted, 
And Pan promoted on Corydon's mare; 
Zolus flouted, and Momus ſhouted, 
And Pallas pouted, yet follow'd the hare. 


Hymen uſhers the Lady Aſtrea, 
The Jeſt took hold of Latona the cold, 
Ceres with bright Cytherea, 
Thetis the wauton, Bellona the bold, 
Shame-fac'd Aurora, with witty Pandora, 
And Maya with Flora did company bear; 
But Juno was ſtated too high to be mated, 
Altho? the hated not hunting the hare. 


Three brown bowls to the O!ymp:cal rector, 

The Troy born boy preſents on his knee; 
Tore to Phebus carouſes in nectar, 

And Phebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me; 
Wherewith infuſed, I piped and mulcd, 

In language unuſed, their ſports to declare, 


Till the houte of ſove, like the ſpheres, did move: 


ITealth to thoſe who love hunting the hare. 
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SONG ee. 
CasrII Etrky. 


Sung by NM Banniſter. 


WAS in a village, near Caſtle Eerry, 
A ecbler and his wiit did evil, 

Ani for a time, no two lo merry; 

Their happineſs no tongue can tell: 
Ert to this couple, the neighbours tell us, 

Dil fomething happen which caus'd much 

1¹ trite, 

Tor, going te a neigub'ring ate-liouſe, 

Thie man got drunk, aud beat his wife. 


Tut tho? le treated her to vilelv, 

What did his wife, gout creature do! 
Rept ſnug, and found a method, fiily, 

Lo wring his heart quite thro” and thro? ; 
For Dick, the tapiter, and his mar, 

By the report that then was rite, 
Were both in hopes, by this diſaſter, 

To gain the cubler's pretty wile. 


Viale things went on to rack and ruin, 
And al their furnitur: was ſold, 

She feem'd t' approve of all was doing, 
And got from each a purſe of gold: 

80 when the cobler's carcs were over, 
He ſwore to lead an alter'd lite, 

To mind his work, ne'er be a rover, 
Aud love no other but Eis wife. 


Fr e e e e erer r r RARER "IRIS 
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v»ONG CCCLI. 
Set by Mr Hupcox. 


OPHIA! name for ever dear! 
(Soft ic the accent, ſweet the ſound) 
Al nature ſmiles when ſhe ig near, 
And ev'ry heart with joy is crewn'd. 
Plc n-mphs and ſwains, both grave and gar 
Do «a! umte to ſpeak her praite ; 
er charms maintain a fov're:gn ſway, 


Ard ſondeſt wiſhes sver ratie. 


Ye geds! could I but call ker mine, 
And claſp her in my fond embrace; 
Al other joys I would reſign, 
Nor envy c'en 2 monarch's place. 
Then would my heart with tranſport glow, 
Ar.d ſweet contentment fill my breaſt; 
Nor douhts nor troubles ſaould 1 know. 
hin I beheld Sopkia bleft. 


— — — 


SONG n. 
11ow WELCOME MY SHEPHER), 


OW welcome, my ſhepherd, how welcome 
to me, 
9 * 2 : idee 
ger TV OCC@aNUN u! mectng WHA Lace; 
But wich then art abſent, hon jopleſs am I! 
Content, me thinks, I on.. fit down aud die 


11 


Th-o7*ncr I fce you, tlie more I approve, 

Tre chore? I ive Wade, and am fix'din my lore; 
For merit like vuue's all brighter i is ſhewn, 

And more to be vulu'd, the more it is known. 


To live in a cottage with thee I wou'd chuſe, 

An } crowas, for thy ſake, I wou'd gladly refuſe ; 
Not all tlie vaſt treaſure of wealthy Peru, 

Lo me wou'd ſeem precious, if balanc'd with you. 


For all my ambition to thee is eonfin'd, 

And wothing cou'd pleaſe me, if thou wert unkind ; 
Len faithfully "A me, and happier I'll be, 
Than plac'U on a theoae, ir to reigu without thee, 


SON CG CCCLIII. 
Sung in the Duenna. t 


EI! had my love ne'er ſmil'd on me; 
Unser had known fuch anguiſh; 
Pur think how falſe, how crue! ſhe, 
To bid me erſe to languiſh ; 
To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Preathe on a flame half periſh'd, 
And then, with cold and fix'd difdain, 
170 kill the hope ſhe cheriin'd. 


Not worſe his fate—who, on a wreck. 
That drove as winds did blow it—- 

Silent, had left the ſhatter'd deck, 
To find a grave below it: 
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Then land was cried—no more ref gu“, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it, 

Not werſe his fate—h:i; woe to for 3. 
Tue weeek muſe fink e'er near 5. 


* — 0 
— — - — - * - —̃ . - 


SON C CCCLIY. 


Sung in the Dve a. 


Co now for jeit and ſmilin x, 

Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, to blithe 22d gur. 

Tul we banith care auay: 

Thus crown'd with dance and ſong, 

The hours ſhall glide along, 
With a heart at cafe, merry, mort ples 
Can never fail to pleaſe. 


Each bride with bluſhce glowing, 
Cer wine as roſy flowing, | 
Let us laugh and play, &c. | 
Then a health to ery friend, 
The night's repaſt ſhai! end; 
With a heart at caſe, &c. 


Nor while we arc ſo joyous, 

Shall anxious care annoy us; 
Let us laugh and play, &c. 

For gen'rous guetts like theſe, 

Accept the with to plcaſe; 
So we'll laugh aud play, all blitte 2 gas, 
Your ſmiles drive care away. 


ä —ꝛ —— — —ꝛv—2̃, 
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SONG CCCLV. 
Sung in Crvos., 


II ENI were young, tho” now am old, 
The meu were kind and true; 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
Vhat can a woman dy ? 
Nove what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
Lo unruly, 


tremble at ſcventy-two! 


When IT were fair—tho? now fo, fo, 
No hearts were givea to rove, 
Our pulſes beat, nor fac, nor flow, 

But all was faith and love; 
Wat can a woman do? 
Noe wit can a woman do? 

For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
tremble at feventy-two! 


— 2 .. —... _—__— 
— — 


SONG CCCLVI. 
Sung in Cxmon. 


FAX my tongue! it is a ſhame! 
Merlin, ſure, is much to blame, 
Not to let it ſweetly flow. 
Yet the favours of the great, 
And the filly maiden's fate, 
Often follow, Yes or No. 


— 356 J 
Lack 4 day! 


Poor Fatima! 
Stinted fo, 
To yes or no. 


Should I want to talk and chat, 
Tell Urganda this or that, 
How ſhall I about it go! 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will, 
L muſt keep my clapper ſtill, 
triking only yes cr no. 
Lack a day! 
Poor Fatima! 
tinted fo, 
To yes or no. 


SONG CCCLVII. 
By G. A. STrvexs. 


HEN Jove was rcſolv'd to create thc 
round earth, ; 
He ſubpœnad the virtues divine; 
Young Bacchus he fat precedentum of mirth, 
And the toaſt was, wit, women, and wine. 


The ſentiment tickled the car of each god; 
Apollo he wink'd to the nine; 

And Venus gave Mars, too, a fly wanton nod, 
When ſhe drank to wit, women, and wine. 


Old Jove ſhook his ſides, and the cup put around, 
While Juno, for once look'd divine ; 
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Tueſe bleſſinge, ſays he, ſhall en earth row abourd, 
And the toalt is, wit, women, and wine. 


Theſe are joys worthy gods, which to mertals 
are giv'n, 
Says Momus: who will not repine? 
Tor what's worth our notice, pray tell me, in 
heav'n, 
If men have wit, women, and wine. 


This joke you'll repent, III lay fifty to ſeven; 
Such attractions no pow'r can decline; 
Ol Jove, by yourſelf you'll foon keep houſe in 
av'n, 
For we follow wit, women, and wine. 


Thou'rt right, ſays old Jove, let us hence to the 
carth, 
Men and gods think variety fine; 
Who'd ſtay in the clouds, when good-nature and 
mirth | 
Are below, with wit, women, and wine ? 


SONG CCCLEVEHI. 


ANTHE the lovely, the joy of the plain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again; 
She liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair; 
Their pleaſure was equal, and equal their care; 
No time nor enjoyment their dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd, ſtill the fonder they grew. 


A paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the plain: 
Zome envy'd the nymph; but more envy'd the 
ſwa:n, 


: 
- 
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Some fwore *twou'd be pity their loves to invade ; 
hat the lovers alone for cach other were made: 
But all, all contented that none ever knew 


A nympl vet io kind, or a ihepherd to true. 


* 


Love ſaw them with pleaſure, and vow'd to take 
care | 

Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair: 

What either did want, he bid either to move; 

But they wanted nothing but ever to love: 

Said 'twas all that to pleaſe them his god- head 
cou'd 

That they ſtill might be kind, and ſtill might be 
true. 


SONG CCCLIX. 


HEN Molly ſmiles beneath her'cow, 
I feel my heart I can't tell how ; 
When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 
Ou Sundays I can take no reſt. 


What can I do on working-day: ? 
I leave my work on her to gaze. 
What ſhall I fay? at ſermons I 
Farget the text, when Molly's by. 


Good maſter curate, teach me how 

To mind your preaching and my plow ; 
And if for this you'll rvfe a ſpell, 

A good fat poote ſhall thank you well. 
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SONG CCCLX. | 


Sung in Mipas. | 


E's as tight a lad to fee to, 
As er ttept in leather ſhoe, 
And, what's better, he'll love me too, 
And to him I'll prove true blue. 


Tho” my fiſter caſts a hawk's eye, 
I Cefy what ſhe can do; 

He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woo. 


Hither I tole out to meet him; 
He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue : 

I? the youth prove true, I'll fit him; 
It he's falſe— I'll fit him too. 


SONG CCCLXI. 


By Mr SxrxsTONE. 


E gentle nymphs and generous dames, 
That rule o'er every Britiſh mind; 
| Be ſure you ſoothe their amorous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind. 


| For hard it is to wear their bloom 


In unremitting ſighs away; 
To mourn the night's oppreſſive 
And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel *twere a free-born ſwain, 
A Britiſh youth ſhould vainly moan ; 
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Who, ſcoraful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alo:c. 


No pointed ſpear, nor links cf Reel, 
Could e'cr theſe gallant minds fubdue, 

Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 
And boatt the fetters wrought by you. 


SONG CCCLXII. 


Sung in the Caur. 


Y Nancy quits the rural plain, 

And kindly ſeeks her faithful twain; 
Who, midſt the din of war's alarms, 
His much-lov'd country calls to arms. 


Of old, when heroes ſally'd forth, 

o reſcue innocence and worth, 
The fair-ones image in the heart, 
Could vigour to their nerves impart. 


Then what ſuperior laurels, now, 

Mult grace the happy ſoldier's brow ; 
Zleſt with her preſence in the field, 

To whom alone his heart can yield! 


SONG CCCLXIII. 
839 now all ye ſocial powꝰ rs, 


Shed your influence o'er us; 
Crown with joy the preſent hour, 
ven thoſe before us: 


| 
| 
| 
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Ping the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 
Sport and dance, and laugh and fing, 


And caſt dull Care behind us. 


Love, thy godhead I adore, 
Source of generous paſſion ; 
Nor will ever bow before 
Thoſe idols, Wealth or Faſhion. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Why the plague ſhou'd we be ſad, 
Whilſt on earth we moulder ; 
Rich or poor, or grave or mad, 
We ev'ry day grow older. 
| Briag the flaſk, &c. 


Friendſhip! O thy ſmile's divine, 
Bright in ev'ry feature; 
What but friendſhip, love, and wine 


Can make us happy creatures. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Since the time will teal away, 
In ſpite of all our ſorrow, 
Let's be blithe and gay to day, 
And never mind to-morrow. 
Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 
Sport and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And caſt dull Care behind us. 


Ii 
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SONG CCCLXIYV. 
A Barro. 
Set by Mr Worgan. Sung by Miſs Jameſoa. 


* pleaſe me the more, and to change the 
dull ſcene, 

My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green; 

And toevery fine ſight wou'd he tempt me to roam. 


For he fear'd leſt my heart ſhould grow weary ot 
home 


- 


To yield to my ſhepherd ſo fond and fo Kind, 

J left my dear cot and true pleaſures behind; 
And oft as I went, faw twas fully to roam, 
Far falſe all the joy was that grew not at home. 


3 flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no delight, 

J ſigh'd for no ſwain with my own in my ſight; 
Then how could I wiſh all 1 
When love and contentment were always at home? 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there 
toc lo 


I'm bleft as 1 can be, and fing my glad fog ; 
1 aſk not again in the woodlands to roam, 


Nor chuſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 


Ye nymphs, and ye hepherds, ſo frolic and gay, 
Who, in rovin Z, now! Autter your moments away, 
Believes it, my aim ſhall be, never to roam, 

But to hve my lite thro”, and be happy at home. 


| 
| 
1 
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SONG CCcCLXV. 


Tur ISpirrraxxr. 


IE tender look, the wiuniag ſaulc, 
No more ſhall my fond hopes beguile; 
Nelly, thy arts are vain: 
The pitying gods my peace reſtore ; 
I] reedom's a golden arcam no more; 


A: length I buril. my chain. 


In me no wented ardour glows, 
do more my colcur ebbs and flows, 
When on thy face I gaze; 
My heart ne'er flutters at thy name; 
N- ſymptoms of a lurking flame, . 


My peaceful breaſt betrays.  _. ot 
When from my breaſt I wrench'd, tue 8 
I bluſh to think my tortur'd heart 

Was cleft aimoit in twain : l 
Who wou'd not ſome ſharp pain FOE 
The wounds of lighted love to cure, 

And | be hinzfelf again? 3 : 
The lune-caught bird wou'd rather ckuſe 
Some plumes, than liberty, to loſe; 

Ti {IQ > foon that loſs repairs : 

In vain we, to retake him, itrive, 
The fky-expernenc'd fugitive 
Eludes all future ſnares. 


Which of us two wants comfort moſt ? 
Thou haſt a conſtant lover loſt ; 
I quit a fickle fair: 
liz 


L } 


1 „ 


elly, a heart fo true, G Kind 
As mine, is very hard to Lad; 
Cuquets rar every Where. 


— - — — — — — — — — — 
— — 
- 
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SONG CCCLXVI. 


T teaventy ſynod once aroſe 
A wonaruus itrong debate, 
T's mighty ſecret to ditclole— 
Wat malic a mortal great. 


Liars biufter'd forth, that love of arms 
Eurich'd the daring ſoul, 
Av Pacehus ſwore, the brighteſt charms 
O'erſlow'd tlc ſparkling bowl: 


That he who, fill'd with generous wine, 
Cou'd frolic, laugh, and ſ ing, 

Was far more rich, was more * 
And greater chan a King. 


Apollo vow'd, with muſic's pow'r, 
None other could compare; 

But jove produc'd his golden ſhow”; 
And fix'd true greatneſs there. 


Pailas, to wiſdom ever dear, 
Heard gravely what had paſt ; 
The goddets came prepar'd to hœar, 
And fi.cnce broke at iakt ; 


Your ſhow'r, ſhe cried, will melt awar, 
L our matic loſs its charms ; 

Your ſparkling bovis will all deeny, 
Aut ruſt oferioread vour a: ms, 


Ws. a» 


But heat ' n- horn Virtue knows not chang”, 
No time ciffolves her Rate ; 

To blen oternicy the'll range; | 
"Tis ſhe makes mortals great. 


S O N Gen. 
FerenvDsn:r. 


Crnorvs. . 
J AIL Friendſhip! *tis to thee we owe 
The greatett bleſſings mortals Know. 
Ag. 
When cer the mind's with grief oppre, 
Aud ſorrow rankles thro? the breatlt ; 
Thy facred mfinence does impart, 
Freth comſort to the bleeding heart; 
Tho fnooths the brow of fell Deſpair, 
Aud Arys the unavailing tear. 
| Cuorrs. 
| Fail Frier hip! 'tis to thee we owe 
Tue greatet bleſſings mortals know. 


—— — — — —ᷣ H — — ab —_— — _}- — _ 
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SONG cecLXVIII. 


| EN Delia on the plain appears, 
V Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 


I would ayproach, but dare nat move. 
Tcl me, my hzart, if this be love. 


V".nc'er ſhe fpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
wv ther voice but her's can herr, 
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No other wit but hey's approve ; 
Tell me, my heart, it this be loce, 


If ſhe ſome other youth commend, 
Tho” I was once his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove 

Tel me, my heart, if this be love. 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhadlieſt prove ;—- 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpread for every twain, 
I firove to hate, but vainly trove ;— 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


* 


SONG CCCLXIX. 
Srcoxd THOUGHTS ARE Besr. 


4 
Sung by Mrs Wrighten, at Vauxhall 
OME lift to me, ye gay and free, 


Ard ye whom cares moleſt, 
War, wine, and love, but tend to prove 
That fecond thoughts are belt ! 
The queen of charms, the god of arms, 
Gay Bacchus, and the reſt, 
When aſk'd, ne'er flounce, yet all pronounce 
That ſecond thoughts are belt ! 


The jealous boy, if Daphne's coy, 
*Gainſt Cupid will proteſt; 


Ws a 


H:3 nymph difdain, then think again: 
For fecond thoughts are beſt! 

The fair-one too, unus'd to woo, 
Drives Henry from her breaſt ; 

Then ſeeks the elf, makes love herſelf: 
For ſecond thoughts are bet ! | 


And Mars, who doats on ſcarlet coats, 
I'm ſure will ſtand the teſt, 

Nor frowns on her who dares aver, 
That ſecond thoughts are beſt! 

F. en Neptune too, our fleet in view, 
Kept Gallia's fleet in Breſt; 

Tl.cy meant to fight, he put them right 
Their fecond thoughts are belt ! 


Again but mark the tippling ſpark, 
When ſeated as a gueſt, 

At tirit retign his darling wine, 
But ſecond thoughts are beft ! 

And you, I fee, fde with me: 
Some, louder than the reſt; 

Will cry, No more, and then Encore 
But fecond thoughts are beſt ! 


SONG CCCLXX. 
AY, Myra, why is gentle love 
A ſtranger to that mind, 


Which pity and eſteem can move; 
Which can be juſt aud kind ? 


Is it becauſe you fear to ſhare 
The ills that love moleſt : 


— 
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The jeaious doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am'rous breatt ? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe 
We every bliſs muſt gain: 
The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 


That never feels a pain. 


SONG CCCLXXI. 


From Swuaresrzar's Crurzrixe. 


O fair Fidele's graffy tomb 
Soft maids and village-binds ſhall bring 
Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt thall dare 

To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove : 
But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 

And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No gobiins lead their nightly crew; 

The female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew! 


The red-breaft oft at ev ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid: 
With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts hake the ſylven cell, 


— 369 J 


Or *midft the chæce on every plain, 
The teuder thought on thee ſhall dvcll. 


E:ch lonely ſcene ſnall thee reſtore, 
For tace the tear be duly ſhed: 
Belov'd, *till life could charm no more, 
And mecurn'd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 


SONG CCCLXEIL. 


By Mr W. Whitehead. 


E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolicſome round, 
Pray tell me from whence this indeceacy ſprings, 
Tue ſexes at once to confound : 

What mcans che cock' d hat, and the maſculine air, 
Wich each motion deſigu'd to perplex? ? 
Eright eyes were intended to languiſn, not ſtare, 

Aud foftn:is the I mie, - 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
Mav call every art to her aid, 

The botom d: ſplay'd, and the — wort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade. 

But yon, on whom Fortune — maden, 
And whom Pride has preferv'd from the ſnare; 

Should ſſily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not wiln open and inſolent air. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights an mankind, 


Shrinks madeſtly back ſremethe view, 
And kindly ſhouid feera by the artift defigt'd 
Lo fervs as a model for veau. 


WW: 


nen learn with ber beautics to copy her air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with cure, 


And double each charm you conccal. 
The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 


Are charms which no art can procure ; 

O! be but yourſelves, and our homage we pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure. 

But if e you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may d. very well for fifters and aunts, 
But, believe me, you'll never be wires. 


SONG CCCLXXIII. 


OW eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how fprightly 
Eis lay! # 5 
So grace ful her form, ſo aceompliſn'd her mina, 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be 
join'd! | | 


Whenever ſhe dane'd, or whenever fhe fung, 

H.wjuſt was her motion, how ſwectwas her tongue! 
And when the youth told lier his paſſionate eme, 
She allow d him to fancy her heart felt che fame. 


With ardour he bre her to think him fincere, 
But alas! ſhe redoupled each hope and each fear; 
She would not Jeara per ſhe would not approve 
And ſhe neither ts Thin, nor gave him her love. 


Now chcer'd by complacenee. now frozc bydiſilain, 
Fic languiſh'd for freedom, bat languiſh'd in vain; 
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ill Thyrſis, who pity'd fo helpleſs a ſiave, 
Las'd his heart of its pain by the counſel he gave. 


Forſake her, faid he, and reject her a while; 

Tf ſhe love you, ſhe ſoon will return with a ſmile : 
You can judge of her paſſion by abſence alone, 
And byabſcncewill conquer her heart, or your own. 


This advice he purſu'd; but the remedy pro d 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair-one he lov'd; 
Which cur'd his own paſſion, but left her in vain 
To figh for a heart ſhe could never regain. 


SONG CCCLXXIV. 


HILE, Strephon, thus you teaze one, 
To ſay, what won my heart ; 
It cannot ſure be treaſon, 
If I the truth impart. 


"Twas not your ſmile, the* charming; 
Tas not your eyes, tho? bright; 
*T was not your bloom, tho* warming; 

Nor beauty's dazzling light. 


Twas not r 


Nor AK that made me 
*Twas not your tongue, ing, 
For that I knew— might — 
No—'twas your generous nature; 
Bold, ſoft ; fincere, and gay: 


It ſhone in every feature, 
Aud ſtole ray cart away. 


11 


SONG CccLXXV. 


DIEU! ye jovial youths, who juin 
To plunge old Care in floods or wine; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But limpid itream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſwects for me. 


And fee, thro' yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her footlteps I purſue, 

And bid your frautic joys adieu! 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire: 
I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


SONG CCCLAXVL 
Imitated from the Fazncu. 


ES, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris L 
ſtray d; 

andes 

In the bloom oft her youth to a cloiſter the run; 

In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun 

Ill- grounded, no doubt, a devotion muſt prove, 

So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! 


E 


Ves, theſe are che meadews, the ſhrubs and tlie 
plains, 
Ouee the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of mx 


Palins; 
How many foft moments I ſpent in tuis grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my 
ve! 
Be ſtill tho, my heart! thine emotion give o'er; 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


With her how I ftray'damid fountainsand bow'rs, 


Or loiter'd behind, and collected the flow'rs! 

Then, breathleſs with ardour my fair-onepurſu'd, 

And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe 
view'd! 

But be ſtill, my fond heart! this emotion give o'er ; 

Fain wouldſt thou forget thou muſt love her no 


more. 


SONG CCCLXXVII. 
By Mr Rrcnanvsox, Froſterly. 


N my gentle Delia's breaſt, 
In the woodbine-twiſted bow'r, 
Be 't my fate, ye gods! to reſt, 
In the ſultry noontide hour. 


When the fervid lamp of day 
To the weſtern ſhore declines, 

Then together let us ſtray, 
Thro' yon pane twiſted pines. 


n 
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There, in ſocial converſe ſweet, 
Paſs the ev'ning hours away; 

And, in ſome ſecure retreat, 
Slumber till the break of day. 


CE — ¶ ˖ —ß— ga 


SONG CCCLXXVIII. 


Tas Surenurend's Wrisx. 


By the Same. 


ET others praiſe the lofty maid, 
Or paint the titled fair ; 
Give me, ye gods! the rural laſs, 
Who tends her fleccy care. 


Whoſe auburn treſſes ſweetly flow 
Around her lovely waiſt ; 

Whoſe cheeks, like bluſhing roſe-buds, glow, 
In ſome lone deſart plac'd. 


Whoſe lips, untaught in falſchood's wiles, 
Diſdain not to im 
The language of the heart. 


| Whoſe flock is all her ftore: 
| Give me, ye gods! a nymph like this, — 
My ſoul defires no more. 


— — —äñ—ö— e — — 
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SONG CCCLXXIX. 


Taz Lucky Monzur. 
By the Same. 


HEN Damon ſaw Clariac lie 

Supine, with noon-day heat oppreſt, 
Beneath yon verdant elm-trec's ſhade, 

What ſtrange emotions fill'd his breaſt ! 


Clarinda was his only care; 
For her he cull'd each riſing flow'r; | 
For her he daily mterwove, * | 
With — ſweets, the jeſſ mine bow r. 


Tor her he * :— twas her he lov'd — 
Of all his ſonnets, ſhe the theme; 


Or with his flocks on vonder hill, 


Or mufing by yon purling fream. 


Yet (range return of faithful love!) 

His pray'rs, his tears were all in vain ; 
She ſaw, unmov'd, his deep diſtreſs, * 

Nor ſtrove nor with'd to eaſe his pain. | 


His breaſt with fruitleſs paſſicn glows; 
Unkappy fwain !— What ſhalt thou do? 

Go, this rnguarded minute try, 
Perhaps the nymph may hear thy vow. 


He went; Propitious hear Ty Nerz. 
Kind God of Love! traneſix ker breaſ 
That ſhe may feel, nor fect in vain, 
Tue flame that * my ſoul of ref,” 
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BW, 


The gentle deity approv'd 

Th' unhappy ſhepnerd's ardent pray'r, 
And rais'd in her a mutual flame, 

And eas'd, at once, his pain and care. 


- 


SONG CCCLXXX. 
By the Same. 


Tong — Banks of the Dee. N 


N Teeſe” ſweet banks as I ſate with my Molly, 
So chearful, ſo charming, ſo frolic, and free, 
A way, gloomy Gare, {aid I, hence Melancholy, 
Nor think of attending on Molly and me. 


The fun to old ocean was flowly deſcending; 
The ſhepherd his fiocks on the wild heath attend - 


ing; 
The plowman, ſweet whiitling, his way home- 
ward bend:ng, 
And carclefsly gazing on Molly and me. 


The innocent milk-maid was tripping ſo neaily. 
Aud calling her kine o'er the ſweet-ſcented [ca ; 
The thraſh and the Blackbird were fiuging fall 


ſweetly, 

And charting their carrols to Molly and me. 
The daiſy, the pink, and the wet ſweet blooming ; 
The hawthorn and woodbice the thicket perfum- 

ing; | 
Street Philomel ſadly ker wild notes reſuming ; 
Elen cent of retirement for Molly and me. 


Pe ſceſt of my Molle, falſe Fortune defying; 


From forrow, from care, and anxiety free : 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
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The darts of o!d Time o'erourheads widely flying, 
What pair are ſo happy as Molly and me? 
Dear ſcenes of-contentment, for ever inviting ; 
New pleaſures, new beauties, for ever delighting ; 
With mutual affe&ion each other requiting, 
Say, who are fo happy as Molty and me! 


SONG CCCLXEXXL. 


Py the Same. 


H! Damon, how luckleſs the day, 
When firit my fond heart you berray'd, 
When firſt I gave car to your lay, 
Beneath the cool ſycamore ſhade. 


How bleſt were the moments before! 
With virtue and innocence crown'd; 
How vainly their loſs I deplore, 
When that innocence cannot be found. 


Beware, ah! ye ſhepherds, beware, 
How ze tempt a poor innocent maid ; 
And liſten with caution, ye fair, 


Nor be like poor Sylvia betray d. 


SON G CCCLAXXI. _- 


A Carcu, roa ruskk Vorcts. 


QUNCE «27 Pills hes Gillen, has flo wary 

are, , | 

In a bumper I'll deink, I'll drink, I'll drink to 
the fair. f 


11 


And the man here who ens ies me moſt, 
Let bim bid me ſay more, {iy more, ſay more to 
F ha” ST ſoon ch 
or a I foon, change my cup : 
To the brim full, tothe brim fall, fl the bers. "TR 
To the brim fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the coultable up. 


SONG CCCLXXXIII. 


By SS 2. 


I midnight bucks, ye jovial blades, 
Reſign, a While, your Folly, 

And join with me, that we may praiſe 
The lovely charming Molly. 


Ye reeling topers, hither haſte, 
So jovial, gay, aud jolly ; 

And lay if &er a nymph you've ſcen, 
Like lovely charming Molly. 


And you, ye gay, ye vernal throng, 


rue foes to melancholy ; 
Till match you all a nymph to ſow, 
Like lovely charming Molly. 


A form, like Venus fair; a heart 
 Averſe to pride and folly, 
Adorns the maid for whom I ſigh; 
The lovely charming Molly. 


Mb « 


L 9 J 


SONG CCCLXXXIV. 


THE DISAPPOINTED LovEir. 


Her voice, like Philomella rung, 
But ſtill the burthen of her ſong 
Was falſe and perjur'd love. 


Young Colin, who had ftray'd that way, 

When larks, the heralds of the day, 
Their dewy neſts forſake, 

Impatient, lurk'd behind a buſh, 

To hear, and view the beauteous bluſh, 
That painted Cynthia's cheek. 


Againft the ſweet enchanting ſtrain, 
No longer able to contain, 
He thus himſelf addrefs'd : 
My flocks, cry'd he, ſhall all be thine, 
My dog, my crook, be you but mine, 
And bleſs a ſhepher@'s breaſt. 


In vain, ſhe cry'd, fond youth you ſue, 

To church with me you firſt muſt go, 
Of which the ſwain approvid; 

Then to the grove again he led 

The ripen'd, panting, meiting maid, 
Where both diſſolv'd in love. 


When bliſs was paſt, young Colin cry'd, 
Had you at firſt thus far comply'd, 


HEN dew-drops gild the weeping thorn, 
W And — rooks ſalute the morn, 


Fair Cynthia charm'd the grove: 


WS 
I ne'er had ſcen thee more; 


Be huft'd, cry'd ſhe, I knew thy will, 
For Hodge, who lives at yonder mill, 


Once ferv'd me ſo before. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. 


A Scoren Roxvtav. 


O2 the ſeas my love is failing, 

Gently blow, ye eaſtern gales; 

Love his dear approach is hailing, 
Flies to view the ſwelling fails. 


O'er the ocean whilſt he's roving, 
Who has brav'd the ſultry clime, 
I endure the pain of loving, 
I grow fick of thought and time. 


Sea-nymphs all the while are — 

Quad his veſſel ſafe from 

But no more ſhall he be ſtaying, 
Damon's port ſhall be my arms. 


FINT :: 


